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Four continents, 
multiple tragedies, 
one vision. In Babely 
Alejandro Gonzalez 
Inarritu has made the 
finest, and angriest, 
film of his career. 


“C/ome, lei us 
make a ciiy and 
a iouuer, ine iop 
uuhereof may 
reach io heaven. 

And lei us make 
our name famous 
before uue be 
scaiiered abroad 

inio all lands.” In Genesis, the children 

of Adam get a righteous slapping for their act of God-bothering 
hubris. Just so, two films in to a rocket-powered career, Alejandro 


Gonzalez Inarritu finds himself perched atop a mountain of awards, 
Just about ripe fora good old-fashioned critical smiting. There’s one 
problem: Babel is an eloquent deconstruction of modern times that 


defies almost any label orcategory save 'genius’. 


Alongside regular collaborator Guillermo Arriaga, 
Inarritu is no stranger to fractured stories and broken lives. 

Both Amores Perros and 21 Grams traded in narrative and 
emotional acrobatics, and at first glance Babel is covering 
similarly artful ground. Don’t be misled. Where Amores Perros 
was experimental and exuberant, and 21 Grams was a muscular 
tussle between the fleetness of its structure and Sean Penn’s 


gravitational pull, Babel has an altogetherdifferent feel. At a 
time when almost every studio is thinking in trilogies, Babel 
is a film that illuminates and enriches lharritu’s previous work 
because it feels less like a conclusion than a culmination. 

In its dexterity, its sophistication and certainly in its sense 
of moral outrage, Babel is by far the most important work of 
lharritu’s career. T 





In Morocco, slate skies kissed by barren mountains lend 
the landscape an oppressive magnitude. Everything Is endless, 
depthless and ancient, especially the people. In a tiny village a 
Berber with a face like chasms carved on leather and fathomless 
black eyes trades a hunting rifle for a goat. On the tourist trail to 
Tazarine a coach winds through the valley, selling pre-packaged 
parts of the country's culture, fit for consumption like bottled water. 
Richard and Susan stare at the space between them, as frozen as 
the Ice that Susan won’t drink -fearful and bitter, as lost right there 
as later, after that Ice Is shattered by the crack of the rifle. 

In Mexico, a housekeeper approaches the US border with 
her nephew and two American children, returning to their home In 
San Diego. They are stopped and searched - an everyday act of 
humiliation that accretes like dirt beneath the skin. In Tokyo, In the 
raucous mayhem of that high-tech metropolis, Chleko Is cocooned 
In silence - a deaf-mute searching for a language that she can only 
find physically. 


(J'rom this [angled 
uueb emerges a 
narrative ar once 
humbling in focus 
and breathtaking in 

. It’s about grief, love and loneliness, about 
the choice we make every day - to fear, to hate, to distrust - and 
the consequences that stretch beyond Imagining. But more than 
that these personal tragedies are a patchwork - Individual skeins 
which, taken together, form the global narrative of the war on 
terror. While deft and elegant, Babel Is thunderously political, 
painting a picture of a world In which some of us are victims 
of accidents, but all of us are victims of the systematic cultural 
violence enshrined In the tenets of Western Imperialism. ▼ 




Five years after the declaration of war, filmmakers have 
finally found the courage to engage with Its consequences. But it's 
taken two Mexicans - two Immigrants on American soil - to express 
what the Americans themselves couldn't see; that It wasn't 9/11 that 
changed the world, It was America’s response to It. In a film about 
the differences between language and communication, words are 
Imbued with new power and meaning. In Its evocation of terrorism, 
a word that costs an Innocent Moroccan child his life, a word whose 
brutalising effect leaves a trail of fear and violence across cultures 
and continents, Babel Is about the most powerful and the least 
meaningful of them all. 


The film’s ihemaiic 

pouuer is of a piece 

Luiff ifs stunning 

composirion. Iharritu described the process 

of shooting Irt three disparate countries, often with non-professional 
actors, as "method execution". Photographed by Rodrigo Prieto 
(who shot both of lharritu’s previous f Ims, as well as Brokeback 
Mountain), each landscape Is represented by subtle differences In 
texture and grain. But It goes deeper. Inarritu took an "observe and 
absorb" approach to shooting his disparate locations and the result 
Is not Just a singular story told from multiple perspectives (though 
Babel Is that), but three quite separate stories altogether, three 
different genres almost, each quite brilliant In its own right. 

In the starched scrub of Morocco, a claustrophobic marital 
drama evolves Into an expansive polemic Caked In dust and dirt, 

Pitt and Blanchett seem to seep Into their surroundings. While Brad 
Pitt may not have undergone a physical transformation exactly, he 
looks every one of his 43 years, and more; there are grey flecks to 
the beard and crows' feet reach out from his eyes like trees taking 
root. Inarritu knows exactly what he has with Pitt, and exactly what 
to do with him: he breaks him, and suddenly those famous, flawless 
features disappear In an avalanche of grief. It’s Blanchett, dying on the 
floor of a squalid hut, who carries the weight of the film's emotional 
metaphors - power and helplessness, the Illusion of safety, but it's Pitt 
who represents the betrayal of trust. The other tourists on the coach 
eventually abandon them In the village, terrified by the breakdown of 
comfortable boundaries, fearful of the too-real life to which they’ve 
been exposed. In their wake, Pitt's "thank you" to the local guide who 
has stayed with him Is a moment of quiet significance. 


Returning home, Inarritu shoots Mexico and the Sonoran 
desert as a rebuke to the racist -romantic myth-making of John 
Ford and The Alamo, powered by the feral Intensity of Gael Garcia 
Bernal. The border Is a place of bleak, dehumanising nihilism, but 
Mexico Itself Is an undiscovered country, seen through the eyes of 
the American children. At first they echo the fears of their parents, 
but, uncorrupted by cynicism, they see past the unfamiliar and the 
superficial to the people beneath. 

But the most distinct of these three films Is Inarritu’s Tokyo 
story - a superbly crafted study of dislocation; Intimate, Jarring, 
wild and stylised. As Chleko, RInko KIkuchl gives a performance 
of heartbreaking honesty, stripped raw. Inside and out, the depth 
of her emotional void sharply contrasting with the tiny frame of 
her naked body. To her, as to us, Tokyo Is a city of blinking lights 
and alien noises so fast-paced, so hooked-up as to be every bit 
as Impenetrable as a North African village. But even here. In the 


techno temple of the communication age, language and Intimacy 
have a flawed and uncertain meaning. At first RInko lashes out 
with the only unambiguous expression she has - herself, her 
own availability. But Inarritu will break her too, and when he does, 
under the flashing strobes of a Tokyo club. It’s one of the very best 
scenes committed to film this year. 

In as much as It bears comparison to Its contemporaries, 
think of Babel as Crash without the sanctimony, or The Constant 
Gardener without the sermonising. But think of It as more than 
that as well. It’s a film of extraordinary subtlety as much as It’s a 
film of righteous anger. Yes, it's structurally familiar, but, really, 
there hasn’t been a film like Babel for years. Not from Inarritu. Not 
from anybody ■ 
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Bi'ena Onda was not the first such wave, but it 
broke upon the global cinema scene with an 
unprecedented energy 


The international success of A/nores Perros and 
YTti Mama Tambien alerted the eyes of the world 
to an embarrassment of new talent in Latin 
America, from directors Alejandro Gonzalez 
Ifiarritu, Guillermo del Toro and Alfonso Cuaron, 
cinematographers Rodrigo Prieto and Emmanuel 
Lubezki to the electrifying screen presence of 
Gael Garcia Bernal. Their rise to prominence 
- aided by a new entrepreneurial spirit amongst 
Mexican financiers and producers - coincided 
with an emerging generation of Mexican 
cinemagoers thirsting for intelligent, identity 
affirming, locally made product Having endured 
a period of relative famine throughout the 'SOs 
and early part of the "BOs, Mexico once more 
had a national cinema to shout about, and global 
audiences sat up and took note. 


However, though these films and filmmaking 
figures rose to prominence through a series of 
alchemical factors, they did not emerge from a 
cultural or historical vacuum Mexican cinema 
has followed a pattern of boom and bust; a 
prolonged period of aesthetic and economic 
success followed by a period of famine, quite 
often aligned to changes in government, reduced 
funding, and a general hostility towards the arts. 
Indeed, this tradition stretches right back to the 
earliest days of the medium. 


One of the belle epoque's success stories, 

Mexico was prosperous and politically stable 
in the 1890s so it's no surprise that the 
movie projectors and early films produced 
by the Lumiere brothers appeared there 
shortly after they became popular in Europe 
Mexican audiences greeted this new form of 
entertainment just as enthusiastically as their 
European counterparts While it is not well 
documented, there was certainly a silent film era 
in Mexico, with the origins of cinema there linked 
to Salvador Toscano Barragan, an engineering 
student who opened the first Mexican movie 
salon and began to create some of the country’s 
first film productions By 1900 the popularity of 
cinema within Mexico - and particularly Mexico 
City - was well established, vath new salons 
opening and new equipment being imported. 


In this formative period, the majority of 
‘entertainments’ were locally produced 
documents of momentous national events, 
such as the opening of new railroad lines or 


Presidential excursions. However, in 1907 one of the first major films to be produced from a script 
was completed: Felipe de Jesus’ O Gnto de Dolores After a surge, there followed a period of decline 
in the ’20s as Hollywood established itself as the dominant force in filmmaking With audiences 
turning increasingly to imported newsreels originating from America, film production in Mexico 
- which was not supported by the state - suffered a rapid downturn, while the more sophisticated 
Hollywood films successfully offered fantasy and escape This rejection of localised product would 
repeat itself many times. Moreover, the established Mexican film artists (such as they were) were 
not averse to overtures from the North, and so figures such as Delores del Rio and Lupita Tovar set 
sail for pastures new 

It was the coming of sound that allowed Mexico to regain ground as a filmmaking entity, and 
although in 1932 (a few years after the arrival of Sergei Eisenstein) only six films were produced, 
two were by directors who would make a valuable contribution to the country’s cinema: Fernando 
de Fuentes (0 Artdnimo) and Soviet emigre Arcady Boytler (Manoa Mano) Buoyed by renewed 
private investment (wealthy distributor Juan de la Cruz Alarcon had formed the Compahfa Nacional 
Productora de Peticulas), Mexican cinema was once again at the forefront of Spanish-language 
film production by 1933 Developing its own genres and styles (such as the com ed/a rancfiera) and 
enjoying a largely healthy relationship with the Cardenas government (there was a drive towards 
populist as opposed to artistic fare), Mexican cinema continued to flourish right up to the end of 
the '305 and the declaration of World War II. 

Commercially successfully and now fully industrialised, Mexican cinema took full advantage of the 
opportunities presented by the war, and although the more conservative administration of Avila 
Camacho came to power in 1940, it coincided with one of the country’s most culturally creative 
periods With the war effort leading to a decline in American production, Mexican cinema gained 
a strong foothold both at home and abroad, exporting its films for the growing Latin American 
market and establishing international stars such as Mario Moreno ‘Cantinflas’, Pedro Armendanz 
and Maria Felix, and genres such as the family melodrama, and patriotic historical epics Mexican 
cinema began to achieve the difficult task of establishing a self-sustaining film industry capable of 
producing pictures that bridge the gap between art and commerce 

This was the Golden Age of Mexican cinema, O Onede Oro. It coincided with the administration 
of Miguel Aleman from 1946-1952, and was inextricably linked to unprecedented economic 
growth and prosperity, proving to be a high point both in terms of production and profits. A 
major contributing factor to its filmmaking status at this time was the courting of Mexico as 
a valuable ally against Axis countries by the US. Revenues increased and access to technology 
became widely available. Similarly, the period saw an increased attention to filmmaking by the 
state as it sought to protect what was becoming a valuable cultural and economic asset Thus, in 
1942 the Banco Cinematografica was founded to facilitate the funding of film production A law 
was also passed in 1946 that protected the film industry from income tax. Thriving in the shade 
of state protection and subsidy, Mexican cinema found itself in the midst of a Golden Age, an 
epoch of big stars (German Valdez ‘Tin-Tan’, Ninon Sevilla), quality films and high output that 
continued into the late ’50s 

Sadly, the involvement of the state was to contribute to the increasingly conservative and middle- 
class nature of Mexican cinema. Rising production costs were also problematic as films stuck 
to tried-and-tested formulae (dance fads, broad comedias rancberas, and increasingly syrupy 
melodramas) to ensure that they were a commercial success The country's intelligentsia and 
university film clubs began a quest for quality filmmakers and the encouragement of younger 
filmmaking talent, but to little avail. In 1958, with the coming to presidency of Adolfo Lopez 
Mateos, Mexican cinema was to enter its very darkest days. But there was a ray of light The early 
’60s would witness the birth of a new generation who would take Mexican cinema into a new 
century of extraordinary vitality ■ 



Vamonos con Pancho Vi/la (Letts Go with Pancho Vilia) (1935) 
Director: Fernando de Foentes 

Starring: Antonio R Fraustro, Domingo Soler, Rambn Vallarino 
During the Mexican revolution, a group of farmers, known as 
the 'Lions of San Pablo' are united to the army of Pancho Villa. 
However, their inital enthusiasm and optimism soon gives way to 
disenchantment and death. Standing apart from the many movies 
made about Villa in that it portrays the man and the revolution in 
all Its cruelty, this is a classic tale of soured idealism, and still the 
most potent celluloid portrait of the Mexican revolution in existence. 
Shot on a lavish budget, the film, part of a trilogy by de Fuentes, 
was the first government-sponsored super production. 


PueUenna (Town Tate) (1949) 

Director: Emilio Fernandez 

Starring: With Columba Dominguez, Roberto Cahedo, 

Arturo Soto Rangel 

Framed for murder and sentenced to jail, Aurelio Rodriguez 
(Canedol returns home following his release, only to find that he 
IS still considered a pariah. The ex-convict exacerbates the 
already tense situation by falling in love with the girlfriend 
(Dominguez) of the town's feared political boss (Luis Aceves 
Castaneda). Echoing Fernandez's own life (he narrowly escaped 
a (ail sentence lor revolutionary activities), FVeblerina merges 
aspects of the melodrama and the western to original effect. 
Fernandez also makes the most of the geography, setting hts 
'town tale' in the shadows of twin volcanic mountains 
PopocateptI and Irtacchuatal. 


Los Oividados (The Young and the Damned) (1950) 

Director: Luis Buhuel 

Starring: Estela Inda, Miguel Inclin, Alfonso Mejia 
Set in the slums of Mexico City, this classic film follows the 
crime-filled lives of a gang of juvenile delinquents, focusing on the 
ultimate destruction of Pedro (Mejia), the menacing gang's youngest 
member. Shot on location with non-professional actors, its a caustic 
and unsparing account of cruel^, explotation and neglect, mixing 
documentary realism (t evolved from Buhuel's Land VMlhout Bread) 
with sequences of surreal, poetic intensity. Los OJvivados earned 
its maker the Best Director and the International Crtics' Prize at the 
1951 Cannes Film Festival, returning Buhuel to the public eye and 
establi^ing his reputation as a world-class director. 


El Vampire 

Director: Fernando Mendez, Paul Nagel 
Starring: Abel Salazar, Gtirman Robles, Anadna Water 
Utilising magnifeent sets, this is perhaps the best of the vampire 
films from the '50s. Travelling back to her childhood home, Marta 
(Weter) meets a mysterious doctor (horror stalwart Salazar), who 
insists he accompany her. When they arrive, they find that her 
aunt IS under the control of Count Luvad (Robles), an evil vampire 
who has come to the area to bring his dead brother back to life. 
Beautifully photographed and full of Gothic atmosphere, El Vamprro 
predates Hammer's Dracula, and features a performance by the 
veteran Robles that many rate as highly as that of Lugosi. Cult 
viewing and ripe for rediscovery. 

The Faber Book of Mexican Cinema (Faber & Faber, 2006, £15.99) is 
out now to buy. Chedc out the review on www.littlewtiitelies.co. u)c 








While Mexican cinema suffered under 
Jie r^le of Adolfo Lopez Mateos, Alfonso 
'uaron was too busy watching cheesy 
comedies to notice. “In the ’605 i was |i 


watched a 


very small percentage of Mexican cinema - I was more about Hollywood, American 
films It was only at the end of the ‘60s that I discovered Italian cinema * 

This discovery would prove to be a turning point tor the young cmeaste, 
and in that respect, perhaps a seminal moment for modern Mexican film But 
Cuaron remembers the tale of his fiery introduction to the vmrld of European 
movies with the relish of a naughty schoolboy “One night when I was eight my 
parents went to a party, and my cousin and I sneaked downstairs to watch TV We 
switched on the television and there was a movie which was described as being tor 
adults only’, so we thought it would have lots of titties in it, you know’’ As it turned 
out, the pair had stumbled or late night Italian horror “I remember my cc 
ljust crying all the way through it “T 


still, the experience left its mark: “From 
then on, I wanted to explore Italian cinema, 

I wanted to see anything that was Italian I 
remember seeing one Antonioni film, but I didn't 
really get it But then I saw a de Sica movie 
and a Monicelli comedy, and l really enjoyed 
those It took me a while later on to see another 
Antonioni movie - 1 think it was The Eclipse 
- which I really, really loved It's like that; one 
film leadyou to another " 

Piecemeal though 
it was, Cuaron’s 
cinematic education 
had started early, .ndh.wn 


adamant that he would be a filmmaker “Do 
you remember in Goodfeltas vAier the narrator 
says, 'As far back as I can remember I always 
wanted to be a gangster*^ Well, ever since I can 
remember I've always wanted to be a director, 
to make films “ But what sort of films would 
be made by a young man vAio was as happy 
dissecbng experimental European cinema as 
enioymg the latest Billy Wilder? As the director 
of such disparate productions as Harry PaKer 
and the Prisoner al Azkabah and YTc Mama 
Tambien clearly appreciates, a never-say-never 
attitude to genre has broadened his own palette 
“Growing up - particularly in my early teens 
- I would love to see a nice adventure, a nice 
Western, and then go and see a Bergman movie 
or a Buhuel I enjoyed absolutely everything - for 
me it was about the film form ’ 

As his career progressed, Cuardn 
tempered his receptiveness to the widest 
possible spectrum of influences with a shrewd 
personal vision of his art “I’ve always done 
what I want I've always chosen my own 
projects Sometimes in the past I haven’t been 
able to do things I wanted to do, but then I've 
always ended up doing something different 
that I also wanted to do I don't believe in 
compromises I cannot compromise, in the 
sense that if you compromise and things don’t 
go right, you would blame yourself all the time, 
thinking, ’What if’'“ 

For Cuardn, the decision to take on 
a film isnt approached lightly The films 
I have made, for good or for ill, I take full 
responsibility for If they are lousy, that’s my 
fault "Sometimes, however, his unwillingness 
to let a project slip from his grasp has caused 
unforeseen difficulties “When I wrote Children ot 
Men, right after FFu Mama Tamhu^n, I then went 


to direct Harry PoKer, but I was so passionate 
about Children of Men that I didn’t want to lose 
the project, so I allowed the studio to employ 
a hack to work on some rewrites while I was 
away “This uncharacteristically harsh language 
betrays his attitude to the mangled script which 
awaited him when he finally returned to the 
project “I remember meeting this guy and I'd 
say, ‘I completely disagree with this I'm not 
going to do this You cant put this in the script ‘ 
So this hack says, ‘But it was in the studio 
notes’ And I say, ‘I dont care It's a bad note ' 
And he says, 'Look, it^ okay - 111 write one 
script for them and one tor us' And I said, 'No, 
you dont get it: it's one for me, and another for 
me, and another for me and another for me 
Why so protective’ “I’m a filmmaker It you 
were to go and have open heart surgery, would 
you follow notes from your accountant’ You'd 

Although Cuardn has always had the 
self-belief to go his own way, he is full of praise 
for fellow filmmakers Guillermo del Toro and 
Alejandro Gonzalez Iharntu “We happen to 
be really close friends, and together with that 
wete huge fans of each other’s work For me, 

I cant take a step m my filmmaking process 
without consulting and talking with them ~ 
Cuardn is unfailingly appreciative of this close 
knit “support group", as he styles it, which has 
been integral to the three directors’ concurrent 
releases; Children of Men, Pan 's Labyrinth and 
Babel He describes them as 'sister hims' 

“Even though they are so different, they deal 
with the same theme of how ideology hinders 
communication between people “ Although the 
three friends are increasingly apart due to their 
respective schedules, they still rely on mutual 
input to shape the films they conceive In a 
recent editing session in Rome, lAarntu and del 
Toro cut several minutes from each other's films 
Even from across the Atlantic, Inarritu found 
time to suggest the ending far Cuardn 's ovwi 
Children of Men 

It’s tempting to suggest that Mexican 
cinema has never had it so good, but the 
ck rector is quick to criticise those who attribute 
its renaissance solely to the prodigious Cuardn/ 
del Toro/ Inarritu triumvirate He describes tne 
oft overlooked Carlos Reygadas, director of 
Battle in Heaven and Japon. as, “Not only one of 
the best directors in Mexico, but also one of the 
best in the world “With a growing handful of 


established Mexican filmmakers spreading their 
influence through Hollywood and beyond, there's 
certainly plenty to celebrate at the moment But 
what does Cuardn think the future holds once 
the current crop of his compatriot directors 
begin to fade from the limelight? 

He IS ready to concede that Mexican 
cinema “has lots of problems”, but is 
nonetheless ebullient about its prospects for 
the future “I'm very excited about the next 
generation I’m not even talking about the 
[Fernando] Bmbcke/Heygadas generation, I’m 
talking about the kids in their early twenties, 
who I think are going to come out and do 
huge, huge things " Many critics think that the 
support Cuardn and his contemporaries nave 
offered to upcoming Mexican directors is an 
impressive show of altruistic solidarity The 
director himself is characteristically sceptical of 
such a simplistic interpretation “You could say 
that supporting a new generation is an act of 
generosity, but for me it’s an act of selhshness 
- I want to learn from them I want to learn how 
cin^a IS going to be in the future I want to be 


a part of cinema in the future " 

Such has been 
Cuardn's Impact on 
Mexican - and indeed 
world - cinema In his 
relatively short career, 
that It IS already 
difficult to envisage the 
industry without him. 

Even so, he is ready to refresh and reinvent his 
approach to film in order to reach out to a new 
generation of audiences The thing is that we 


are now of an age that we have been following 
the old masters for so long, and there's a point 
where you become stiff There's atime when 
you need to turn around and seek the help of 
the young masters to come, the people who are 
coming through with new techniques and new 
cinematic languages It^ so important if you 
want to keep on going " 

Cuardn is already looking forward to 
the next Buena Onda of Mexican cinema, even 
v^ilst the current Golden Age is in full flow “So 
many amazing filmmakers have been surpassed 
by history They had a career of maybe 10 or 15 
years making masterpieces, and then their films 
became old In the end, the future ot cinema 
doesn't lie with us anymore It belongs to the 
next generation " ■ 
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It’s been six years since Amores Perros broke into 
Western cinemas like a Guadalajaran gunslinger 
Here, in Alejandro Gonzalez Inarntu’s vision of a 
Mexico City numbed by the pains of the modern 
world, was a country stripped of the border town 
whores and hombresof American cliche, replaced 
instead with a seething, teeming metropolis 

Building on the successes of Guillermo del 
Toro and Walter Salles, lharritu and his muse, 22 
year-old former TV star Gael Garcia Bernal, opened 
a door for Latin American filmmakers that has 
transformed perceptions of the continent, and its 
contribution to world cinema 

They talk to LWLies about the temptations of 
Hollywood, the polarised politics of Latin America, 
and why they wouldn’t waste the power of cinema 
on assuaging American guilt 

trapped in this 
fucking world where nobody 
IS able to listen." 

(Alejandro Gonzalez Inarritu) 

LWLIes: Some of the criticisms of Babel, particularly in America, have 
been that it's too brutal - too fatalistic What do you make of that? 

Inarritu: Any time you make a film there are people that will like it, 
people that will hate it and people that don't give a damn. I don't 
think that Babel is trying to er^lain, trying to preach, trying to make 
propaganda I think it goes beyond that. 

I’m talking about the human condition in different cultures, 
different religions and different countries, and I'm saying that what 
happens between nations and cultures is exactly what happens between 
individuals. Nobody is right or wrong, bad or good; we are just trapped 
in this fucking world where nobody is able to listen. 

Is this microcosmic world a reflection of what is going on 
around us? Yes Is that uncomfortable for America? Yes. Can they 
presume that this is an attack against Westerners or the United States? 
Yes Was that the intention of the work? No 

Bernal: There’s also another side F^ople from other parts of the 
world say, This is an attack to show that the whole world is dangerous 
except the United States' There are two different interpretations, but it 
depends on your context It depends where you're living and it depends 
what you’re fed day-to-day by the media 

But also I think that there is a positive side In the Biblical myth 
of Babel, of the tower, of people trying to achieve something together 
and get close to God, God punished them by making different languages 
so that people couldn't understand each other But the positive side to 
that is the fact that diversity was the spark that made people interested 
in the Other as well. There is that joy of interpreting what another 
person is saying, what another person is feeling, and of sharing those 
emotions and empathising with the Other. It is not a punishment on T 



the whole: it is actually an incentive to uncJerstand one another That 
IS what you see in the f Im 




Umte' ... 

act of terrorism. 

(Gael Garcia Bernal) 


e 

an 


LWLies: Was there an irony in America’s reaction to Baben And do 
you think it's taken an outsider to see that 9/11 was not the problem, 
the problem was the response to 9/11 - that actually the people who 
are culpable are not |ust the terrorists, but those who responded to 
terrorism as well? 


Inarritu: Some American people react the way George Bush reacts, 
which IS to say, ‘If you are not with me, you're against me’ They feel 
that anything that discusses or points out certain things that they 
don't like must be an attack That’s what I call guilt It's an over- 
reactive response. 

I think that there are better ways to make a case against 
America than spending three years of my life making a film about it I 
will not waste the power of cinema talking about that This film is not 
about the United States 



(Alejandro Gonzalez Inarritu) 


LWLIes: In the UK and the US we’re considered an apathetic 
political generation, and yet Latin America is so radicalised Do you 
feel more polilicised? 

Bernal: Being born in a poor country gets you more in touch with the 
realisation that anything you do carries a political complexity to it You 
are aware of that because politics has a day-to-day effect on you. If you 
come from an even poorer country it is way more palpable. And 
I’m talking about the pure political form, which is the humane one, not 
the structural one 

My own opinion about Amores Perros or Babel is that they 
carry a political complexity without wanting to, you know? Because it’s 
there, it’s part of the relationship between mother and son, between 
one person from one country and the other person from another 
country, between languages It's very difficult to not recognise it, And 
also it’s part of the complexity that comes from a project that’s as 
ambitious as this one - that carries across different countries - there’s 
a political line to it, you know? A political argument 


Bernal: l think there’s a semiotic problem —a dialectic problem -that 
sparked as soon as September 11 happened, which is that now every 
issue can be combined with the argument of terror or protection, 
you know? That’s why they assume immediately that if a bullet hits 
someone from the United States then it must be an act of terrorism. 

It's understood like that automatically. That's why they are building this 
wall on the border between Mexico and the United States. Everything 
IS combined with the issue of security - about protecting yourself from 
the Other - and it’s a semiotic problem I think because these issues 
don't have anything to do with each other 

Inarritu: There's a point in the film that is about how different the life 
of an American is worth, and how much an African life is worth It's 
like this balance of when an American is killed it's huge news, but when 
200 people are killed in a wedding in Iraq ’accidentally’, it’s just a 
small news story, you know what 1 mean? Or there are these massacres 
in African countries and nobody really gives it a IcS of attention, but 
vi^en one bomb in England goes off it’s like a whole other issue It's the 
perception of what a life is worth 


Inarrilu; But I want to add something to that. Half of the United States 
is against George Bush, right? Why haven’t these people manifested 
themselves more aggressively in the streets? The big difference is, when 
the economy and the consequences of your government hit you in your 
house, in your pocket, in the school of your kids, that is when people go 
out in the streets The thing is, this country is so rich. The other day it 
was Halloween in LA and the houses have, like, $20,000 of Halloween 
shit on them, and I was tike. This is a country at war!’ They are at war, 
right? But because they are not personally affected it’s hard to mainfest 
yourself When you’re in a Third World country, the economy is so thin 
that any decision hits you, so that makes you more aware 

Bernal: You are more aware and it’s more palpable But also it can 
be argued that in the political system of the United States, these 
people who are against George Bush have no real representation in the 
government Like, right now with the wall and everything, the Democrats 
were the ones to sign oft the deal It's all electoral games in America, 
but in Mexico for example, we've personally lived through two big 


devaluations. 


Ifiarritu: l see my father all the time crying because he can never recoup 
that money, never We never had money in our life We were really poor. 
Why? Because it was every day every year, ‘Again the dollar is blah blah 
blah ' So since I was a kid 1 am aware that that thing that that stupid 
asshole in government was doing was getting my father depressed and 
poor, and resulting in me having nothing. So I’m conscious of politics. 


ermo 


)i;;i Mejcican Cinema:. ,, 

I thinK Gael, Alfonso, Guille 
or Cgrios Reygadas, or Rodrigp 
Garcia^or me nave been inspiring 
young filmmakers.” 


you 

(Alejan'dro Gonzalez Inarritu) 


LWLies: Gael, you described the current vogue for Latin American 
film, and Mexican film in particular, as a 'fad' Do you think that it's 
translating into material change in the film industry in Mexico, or is it 
]ust about your individual success? Is it making a difference? 


Inarritu: In my eyes, it hasn't been a big change. I think there's a 
polarised vision of it Some say ‘Oh, these guys are betraying Mexico 
by working outside. They are selling themselves -this is not Mexican 
cinema. Fuck them ' There are others, you know, 'tibo say it's great and 
we are really helping. So it’s polarised. 

Facts show that there is not much the government is doing to 
really help and promote young filmmakers Some things have happened, 
like some tax reductions, but not as much as you would have thought six 
years ago. I think the most important thing - more than the government 
- is that Gael, Alfonso, Guillermo or Carlos Reygadas, or Rodrigo Garcia 
or me, have been inspiring young filmmakers, in order that they say 
’You know, there is a way to make films in this way’. I think that, for me, 
IS the most valuable thing. And Gael has been opening the doors for 
many actors to say, ‘Fuck it. I’m not trapped in this TV soap opera life 
I can be an actor, and I can expect more in my life ' Or directors are not 
going to feel trapped — they can think a little bit. 

Bernal: Six years ago Amores Penos was this little film that we made 
with no experience whatsoever, and we arrived at Cannes with no 
invitations to any parties or anything, you know? We arrived at Cannes 
for Critics Week, which isn’t even part of the official selection So a film 
like Amores Perros created a huge wave, along with Central Station, YTu 
Mama Tambien, C/fy of God of course 

More recent movies have been reaping the benefits of Amores 


Perros, which was released in a very specific time in the world, where 
that year there weren’t so many good movies It opened a huge pathway, 
and now we can identify the change by ]ust seeing how many Mexican 
films were in competition this year in Cannes, and not just Mexican but 
Latin American. Because it carries the whole continent - we share the 
same problematics, the same conterl, you know? 

And there has been a practical change in that nowadays you 
see Mexican films opening here in England, and it’s not a big surprise 
Before it was like, "Wow! One film opened in England? Wow!’ It’s unheard 
of, you know? But now audiences all over the world and in Mexico are 
more open to the possibility of seeing a film in Spanish That is an 
industrial change that the audience has provoked 


On HoUywood: 

I think we’re 

possipihty of 

story interests us, 

context It conies from. 

(Gael Garcia Bernal) 


ill open to the 
omg whatever 
i, fti whatever 


LWLies: Given the success that you've had - both together and apart 
-does it become easier to pursue this kind of independent ethos? Or is 
there more pressure on you to take a Hollywood payday? 


Bernal: l think that because we're doing the things we want, you might 
as well just keep doing that all along At the same time, 1 think we're all 
open to the possibility of doing whatever story interests us in whatever 
conte>i it comes from. 

The whole Hollywood experience carries a different weight on 
a director or on an actor, no? As an actor, you know, if you do a big 
Hollywood movie it doesn’t only imply the movie itself, but also the 
promotion and the type of burden that you have to carry. 

But take Babel for example; it is the most un-Hollywood film 
you could think of because it’s in different languages, and yet at the 
same time it was done in the studio system That's what's great about 
finding those loopholes 


Inarritu: I sold the rights to distribute the film, but it wasn’t 
developed or decided in a studio. They bought the rights but I made it 
independently. It's about working with what is good about the studio 
system - working with them, but not ‘with’ them. And something that I 
think is amazing about Gael is that he has become a world recognisable 
actor without ever doing a Hollywood film He has broken the paradigm 
that if you want to be recognised worldwide, you have to be in a 
Hollywood explosion It's not true ■ 


Alejandro Gonzalez 
{naiTitu does not MKe 

borders ■ *ln a considerable partofthe 

planet, borders and airports have become a carniv^ 
of distrust and degradaton," he sighs, “rreedom is 
exchanged for security, X-rays are the weapon and 
oSiemess the crime.” But the Mexican director bSieves 
he has the sdution: "By filmng Babel I corrfirmed that 
real borderiines are within oursdves and, more Sian a 
f^iysicd space, true barriers are in tie world of ideas.” 

That may wel be Siecase if you find yourself 
in the rather fortunate poaton of making a living by 
ordering Brad Pitt and Cate Hanchett around, but try 
telling fiiatto one of the many unfortunate people who 
are unable to escape the sheer terror of residing at 
file point where hostile countries colixie. Because, 
let's face it Alejandro, barriers in the physic^ world are 
very, very real. And some of them are bloody terrifying. 
Jtxn us as we t*ea front-row seat at the carniv^ of 
dstrust and degradaton. 


US - Mexico 

Sonoran Desert 

primarily set up to combat the growing traffic of 
illegal narcotics, the US-Mexican border is now the 
most frequently crossed boundary line in the world. 
According to the US government, 350 million people 
mare legally between Mexico and the States every 
year. A statistic file Land of the free is less keen on 
is that its border is also crossed ilegally more fiian 
any other. 

In May 2005, the Mnonty Staff of the 
Committee on Homeland Security publi^ted a report 
snappily ttied, TheUS Border Patrol: Falureof the 
Adninistration to Deliver a Comprehensiva Land 
Border Strategy Leaves Our Naton's Borders 
Vulnerable. By its own admission, file US Border Patrol 
orfiy catches one alien in five crosang the Mescan 
border. Statstics suggest that puts around 800,000 
people a year slipping unnoticed into Amenca. 

it may be file world's most-run gaunfiet, 
but it's not easy. With the US taxpayer spending $29 
milion a day on military controls, avoiding 
checkpoints requires immigrants to travel fiirough 
remote stretches of desert where their guides - paid 
big bucks to lead them to safety -often abandon 
fiiem in the scorching 45ciegree heat 

George W Bu^ has decided to m^e things 
that bit more ch^lenjpng by giving the go-^ad for 
the construcfion of a 700-mile double-layered fence. 
Reports that file contractors have been asked to put 
up a txg 'Keep Out' sign reman unconfirmed. 


And for those who insist on trying to get into 
the US to start a new life as an under-pad and over- 
worked taco chef, the preadent has fins message: "We 
have a responability to secure our borders. We take 
fits responability senousiy." Or, as put a litfie rnore 
biunfiy by Gloria Chavez of the US Customs and Border 
Protecton agency, “if you decide to come here ill^ally 
and cross thiou^ these high-n^ zones, you will die,” 

North Korea - South Korea 

38th Parallel 

Yet another victim of the power games played by the 
US and USSR during the Cold War, Korea was carved 
inh^f in 1948 following the establishment of separate 
governments with diametrically apposed ideologies 
-one, bad<ed by the Soviets, in the north; the other, 
backed by the Americans, in the south. The move led 
to the brutal three-year-long Korean War, wtvch ended 
in a cease-fire in 1953, and firmly fixed the border 
^ong file peninsiJa's 38th paralel. 

The 155-mile long Demililarized Zone (DMZ) 
that separates the two countnes may only be two-and- 
a-hdf mles wide but snce they are still techmc^ly 
at war, it has the dubious honour of being the most 
heavily armed border in the world. As such, there are 
no Mexican-stMe immgrafion da^es to be seen here. 
This tme ifs the border guards vdio live infear. 

Thetenaon betweenfiietwo sides often 
manifests itself in troops taking points at each other 
from tme to tme. Ifs unsurpriang, fiten, that Wood 
was notoriou^y spilled at Panmunjom, fine oriy piace 
where North Korea and Soufii Korea actually connect 
across the DMZ buffer zone. 

In August 1976, a small team of Americans 
and South Koreans were sent into the Joint Security 
Area at Panmunjom to cut down a tree that Hocked the 


guards’ view. As file tree was being felled, 30 North 
Korean solders confronted them. Things swiftly got out 
of hand, an order to attack the work detail wasgiven 
and two US solders - Captan Arthur Bonifas and First 
b'eutenant Mark Barrett- were horrificHly hacked to 
death wifii tha'r own fiee-tnmming axes. If thafs vfiiat 
the army does wifii gardening equipment, imapne what 
leader Kim Jong-li's got planned now North Korea's 
gone nudear, 

India - Pakistan 

Kashmir Line of Control 

Since the 1947 subcontinent parttion of Kadirrir, the 
435-mie mountainous border regicxi known as the line 
of Contrd' (LoC) has become infamous for separafist 
militant confCct. Dubbed by ex-Preadent Clinton as “the 
most dangerous place on Earth”, if ammenng nudear 
disaster IS what you're after then lode no further. Bofii 
countries claim fiie territory as their own and neither of 
them is going to give up the fight in a hurry. 

The LoC has been file venue for fdl-scHe 
war between India and Pakistan in 1947-8, 1965 and 
1971, butlowtevel hostiities continue. In 1989 an 
armed separafist insurgency began aganst Indian rule, 
and over the past decade the area has been subject 
to mtenafied idling. This increases during spring 
when the snow melts and forces can advance across 
the inhospitable terran- sometimes diggng into the 
mountan less than 100 metres apart. A typied month 
of sheling sees over 400,000 rounds fsng ponging 
across the hils. 

A less violent but no less significant confCct 
takes place daly at Wagah, between mlitary personnd 
either adeofan ornate wroughtiron fence. Highly 
speaaised, choret^raffiied routines, conasting of 
goose-stepping marches, flag lowering (atequd rates 
on both ades) and gunfire are the formd face to the 
border discord. Hundreds of people visit the ceremony 
to cheer on filer ade. Some clam this spectacle 
puts the border dispute in a favourable light of mutud 


respect and dseij^me, others say ittriMalisesthe 
issues and the lives of those who have died trying to 
protect filer country. Recent peace talks between the 
two have resulted in Pakistan toning down the feroci^ 
of ther stampng, dthough witnesses have noticed 
little difference”. 

Democratic Republic of Congo 

Goma 

Wth the world's boundaries ostensibly ddivering 
death at every turn perhaps it'd be safer to stay at 
home. Not so if home happens to be Goma. Readents 
may well live in a Democrato Republic, but the border 
town has suffered tragedy on a Biblical sede. 

First, Gama's citizens were thrown into 
poverty during the reign of kleptomaniac president, 
Mobutu Sese Seko (1965-1 9971, vdio spent his 
entretime in povrer exploitng the country (formerly 
Zare) and stealing from the peoHs- Goma was 
specifically targeted in the early '90s when solders 
who hadn't been paid by the ttievmg dictator turned 
to looting the villagers. 

Then, in 1 994, Goma was one of the main 
destinations for neighbouring Hutu Rwandans fleeing 
the aftermath of the genocide committed aganst the 
Tutds. Over the course of two days in Jidy of that 
year, 12,000 refugees per hour crossed the border 
into Goma. In the end, over a million refugees arrived. 
The resdt? Ahumarvtanan cnas- a deady cholera 
outbreak and the death of tens of thousands. 

if that wasn't enou^, Hutu militiamen than 
began to use the Goma refugee camps as a base from 
which to continue their bloody war. After a couple of 
years, Goma's besieged naghbour decided enou^ 
was enou^ and invaded. 'Riings unexpectedly began 
to look up when the Rwandan army overthrew the 
problematic Mobutu. However, they swiftly fell out with 
the man installed in power, Laurent Kabila, and again 
invaded -via Goma -in 1998. 

Mother Nature deeded to finish the job. In 
2002, the volcano situated on file outskirts of (joma 
erupted. The lava that spewed forth from Mount 
Nyiragongo destroi^d 40 percent of the town, (fs 
enough to mHie you leave the country -just watch out 


Words bj Andrea Kurland Photograph} bj Mania Zoppellaro 







Japan. The home of schoolgirls 
in sailor suits, all bare thighs 
and giggles; of men who mean 
business and read comics for 
kicks. A place where cartoonists 
make porn, a people rooted in 
impeccable etiquette, shaken by 
teen-punk excess. 

This isn't Japan. This is Soho, London. Yet sitting 
across from Rinko Kikuchi, breakout star of Babel, 
and slender dose of impenetrable J-cool, is to feel 
lost. Chain-smoking her fourth cigarette, all black 
motorcycle leather and designer boots, there is 
no girlish naivety here, no Kawati cuteness. On the 
table lies a Hello Kitty bag, ergonomically tailored 
for a toddler, yet home to a pair of designer 
sunglasses and box of Marlboro reds; serious 
cigarettes for a serious woman. 


We're here to chat, but we don't share a single word. Between us, a woman scribbling on 
a pad IS denigratng Rinko's fluent soliloquies to a few irreverent symbols. This abyss of 
communicaton is the world that Rinko brings to life in Babel. As Chieko, the deaf-mute 
teenager haunted by her mother's suicide and imprisoned by a need for human connection, 
Rinko's raw physical intuition makes scripted speech look like a crutch for the inept In a city 
she cannot communicate with, her frustration is our culture shock. 

She won the part after a gruelling, yearJong audition. Originally, director Alejandro Gonzalez 
Inarritu wanted an authentic deaf actress, but was won over by Rinko's commitment to the role 
- impressed that she learned sign language from scratch. Why did she want it so badly? 

Rinko Kikuchi: "For me, cinema Is like a Bible: I learn so many things from films, 
especially from Alejandro's films. Amores Perns and 21 Grams inspired me. After seeing 
them I felt hope - that I would survive tomorrow, that I would keep on living. Then I heard the 
news that Alejandro was making a film in Japan, and they were looking for a young actress. 

I knew I had to take that opportunity because it might be the first and the last chance for us 
to work together." 

Silent, aggressive, drugged-up, strung out, Chieko is our ticket to the inner-circle of Japanese 
youth. Bleak techno hits and drug-fuelled teen kicks divide a generation hell-bent on rebellion 
from a city built on goodTor-business conformity; this is Gonzalez Inarritu's - Babefs - Tokyo. 
But just how real is it? 

Kikuchi: “That image of youth culture in the film may exist, but ifs not like that all the time. 
Some parts of society are like that, some not, ft depends. Individual people have their own 
culture, their own world, and belong to their own society. The important thing is that you 
should see the world created by filmmakers, even if ifs not real, not just stick to and recreate 
the reality and society of Japan. Ifs more important that we create the world thafs desired by 
the filmmaker." t 



Tokyo IS a beacon of maverick style. Gwen Stefani understood the power of the hip-factor 
oozing from the girls of Haraiuku when she coopted their style into her own brand of 
superfunk. But while we stock up on Japanese fashions, teenagers in Tokyo, kicking Mikes and 
sipping Starbucks, are taking break-dancing tips from their cousins in the Bronx, or dreaming of 
David Beckham. So who, exactly, is loving whom? 

Kikuchi: “I am not sure how trendy Japanese culture is because I never think of it in that way. 
Japan is very different to Western countries, because all the tme we must think about how to 
live together with other people, not just by ourselves. How people think about us, how they 
watch us, IS very important to us. It's like we're looking into a mirror of ourselves. All the time 
we are really conscious of how our image projects to other people, and maybe that's different 
to Western cultures. I'm surprised so many people love Japanese culture, and see our youth as 
trendsetters. For us Japanese, we look to Western cultures - they are trendsetters to us." 

The Shibuye Distnct in Tokyo is a melting pot of crazed up fashions; individualism on steroids. 
But look a little closer and independence wears a group identity. The Ganguro gals' uniform 
is a Caiifornia tan. Barbie-blonde curls and six-inch platforms, while Gothic Lolitas take their 
lead from Victonana febsh dolls. Why, then, have Tokyo's fashion subcultures come to define a 
certain brand of non-conformist conformity? 



Kikuchi: "Fashion is a way for a person to form 
their identity. It should depend on your personality, 
and on the individual. Individuals have their own 
way to express and find their identity, and for 
some people what they wear makes them feel 
part of a special world. Or if you want to make 
an artistic expression, you may try and iook very 
different to other people. Japanese people are very 
fashionable, conscious of how to wear and show 
off their clothes, and thafs a form of expression. It 
i wear very elegant clothes I feet, 'Oh, I'm quite cute 
today', but I'm sure that's the same for girls in the 
West; you can express a different personalty from 
inside with what you wear." 

Every nation, including Japan, is lumbered with 
ts fair share of stereotypes. Some are worn with 
pride while others breed hatred and mistrust. 

Chieko is mediated to us through images and 
icons from anime, hentai and dark rumours of 
Japanese schoolgirls as fetishised, sexualised and 
objectified creatures. But in a world that erects 
walls to divide nations, aren't all stereotypes simply 
prejudice in disguise? 

Kikuchi: "Many people think of Japanese girls in a 
way that's different from reality. Some people think 
Japanese girls obey the opinions of other people, 
are polite, quiet and very feminine-like. Some of 
them are like that but some of them are completely 
different When people think strongly in a certain 
way, that's a problem. We can't say that each 
country has a different type of people. If you have 
prejudice its difficult to communicate, because 
prejudice is an obstacle to communicabng properly. 
Thafs why travel is such a good thing: if you 
speak with people who have different cultures and 
languages, they don't have a fixed idea of what, 
say, a Japanese person is like. If they do still have 
prejudice then ifs difficult to communicate." 

Rinko leaves in a cloud of dissipabng cigarette 
smoke; an Eastern, alien, icon - the living 
embodiment of a world that flashes past our 
eyes in a neon blur. But ifs good to know, as two 
youth cultures gaze admiringly at each other over 
vast distances, that not everything gets lost in 
translation ■ 
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Legendary fashion label A 
Bathing Ape is part of the 
culture dialogue between East 
and West. But over 10 years 
after its conception in the streets 
of Hara|uku, we ask James 
Lavelle if the brand is just one 
more monkey business? 


For many Westerners, costemporary Japan is a 
marriage of Oriental oth#ness and Occidental 
consumerism. Even when we poke fun at the 
countiys eccentricFtes, we do so with a veiled 
respect. Across the world's media, the unspoken 
agreement is that Tokyo Is the global capital of 
cultural cool. 

The problem is that geographical distance confuses 
our sense of impartial judgement When some new 
trend ships in from Japan, we rush to embrace it, 
to get in on the act before the excitement cools 
down. What the Harajuku scenesters do today, 
we'll do tomorrow, but sometimes we forget to ask 

C Selves: Why?' 

he dog days of the twentieth century, A 
Bathing Ape established itself as the hottest 
export around. Producing designer hip-hop clothes 
in strictty limited editions, BAPE's wares were 
only available from a smattering of official stores 
- mainly in Asia - where customers were restricted 
from buying more than two or three items. This 
embargo is enforced for a good reason; these 
days BAPE T-shirts have been known to fetch up to 
$1000 a piece. 


A Bathing Ape was created by Nigo - a DJ and 
designer who, at the start of the '90s, was an 
18 year-old student and Run DMC fan chasing 
a career in journalism. Whilst studying fashion 
^ editing at Tol^o's Bunka Eukuso Gakuin college, 
tie became friends with Jonio, the man behind the 
•^Undercover brand. His new buddy introduced him 
to the industry's heavyweights, and together the 
pair developed a taste for clubbing. While Nigo's 


academic attendance suffered, a busy social life saw him clinking glasses with the likes of Hiroshi 
Fujiwarea - the successful Ddcurtvdesigner whose own style would later heavily influence BAPE. 

After leaving college the two men found part-time jobs on long-running fashion mag Popeye and Olive. 
Nigo got his break as a stylist, but he and Jonio were also put in charge of monitoring the latest trends 

- a positon that placed their fingers on the pulse of Tokyo's youth. Armed with this knowledge the duo 
went into business, and 1993 saw the opening of what was essentially the first BAPE outlet - a quiet 
little shop in the chic Harajuku district. They called it ‘Nowhere Ltd', a name that aptly foreshadowed an 
empire of hard-to-find stores; even today BAPE's official ‘Busy Work Shops' are notable for their subtle 
appearance and near total lack of branding. Their locations are scanBy publicised, betrayed only by a 
line of glammed-up shoppers waitng to get in. 

For its first few months. Nowhere simply sold other designers' labels, but poor sales prompted the 
partners to start their own line of clothing. Here was the true birth of A Bathing Ape, christened in 
response to Nigo's obsession with the Planet of the Apes films. He and Jonio would knock out T-shirts in 
limited batches of 30, selling half the stock and giving the rest to friends. Even at this early stage, Nigo 
knew a smart opportunity when he saw one: through a mutual acquaintance, he began passing on BAPE 
kit to Kuyamada, singer with the punk band Cornelius. Kuyamada wore Bathing Ape at his gigs, and the 
brand’s profile rocketed even as the actual clothes remained near-impossible to acquire - a business 
model that Nigo has used ever since. 

It didn't take long before people began to notice BAPE. Graffiti artists Stash and Futura 2000 were early 
visitors to Nowhere, swiftly followed by Beastie Boy Mike D, and James Lavelle - DJ and creator of the 
Mo 'Wax record label. Soon these figures had formed a loose collective; a gang of creatve minds whose 
output encompassed everything from hip-hop nights to collecfible vinyl toys. 

“We just used to feed off each other,” recalls Lavelle. 'We were trying to change the world, trying to 
do things that we believed in. It was basically a very small group of people that were tiying to start 
their own creative enterprises where there weren't any rules. There was me hera^ there was Mike D 
doing Grand fioya/e in LA, and there was Nigo doing Bathing Ape in Tokyo, it was about people sharing 
certain ideas, trying to make them happen where those ideas weren't usually able to happen in the past 

- basically seeing what you could get away with.” 

In the eyes of some, this was BAPE's golden age. By the end 9f the decade its reputation had spread 
to fashion cognoscenti in the West, but the label itself remained a distinctly Japanese property, 
embedded in the roots of Tokyo street culture. A Bathing Ape was certainly no longer an underground 


“We were trying to ^ 

change the world, •? 

trying to do things J 

that we believed in. M 

Trying to start creative t 
enterprises where there 
weren’t any rules. It waM^ ^ 
about people sharinf ^ 
certain ideas, basically 
seeing what you could 
get away with.” 


phenomenon, but few people could have predicted 
the way in which the brand would explode across 
the first years of the new millennium. 

"I think it was very cool when it first came to 
Western eyes at the end of the '^Os,' says Lauren 
Cochrane, deputy editor of hO. “Then it had a bit 
of a wobble - it became associated wrth Stussy, 
which is a brt of an old man's skater brand. Now 
its been re-invented in this shiny-shiny bling 
background. I think that Nigo, or whoever it is that 
actually designs the things these days, totally plugs 
into that Americana-with-a-Mar^a-twist thing. It's 
kind of like hyper-Americana - Andy Warhol would 
go nuts for it" 


have expected what has happened. 1 don't know rf Nigo did or didn't, I don't know if that was his 
game plan. It certainly didn't feel like that at the time." 

How are we to judge the development of BARE? It's certainly tempting to draw parallels between 
the company's growth and the evolubon of hipjg^^^-^from the old school, anti-establishment 
vibes of Public Enemy and the Beasties throy^^HRemporary gangsta rap and ts materialist 
obsessions. On the other hand, Nigo's naysa^r^ouldjust be the fashion equivalent of possessive 
music fans, bitching and cryin^hen their favourite band attains commercial success. 

Maybe there's truth on both sides. It doesn't help that Nigo himself remains something of an 
enigma. As a businessman and designer he Is clearly at the top of his game, yet earlier this year 
he decided to have his teeth covered with diamonds - hardly the best indicator of a guy with his ^ _ 
feet on the ground. The name 'Bathing Ape' is itself partly derived from the Japanese expression I 
nuruma yu m' isukaru. to bathe in lukewarm water'. In a 2003 Interview, Nigo explained the 
reference to a reporter from Japan Today: 


Since the turn of the century, Nigo's projects have 
included a separate clothing line for ladies, the 
founding of the Footsoldier shoeware chain, and 
an advertising campaign for PepsL There's a BARE 
salon, a BARE cafe - even a BAPE-sponsored pro 
wrestling event Most significantly of all, 2003 
witnessed the creation of the Billionaire Boys Club, 
a new fashion label founded by Nigo in conjunction 
with producer Pharrell Williams. But for James 
Lavelle, this widespread success has come at the 
cost of the labefs original spirit 

“I always thought it was going to be slighfiy more 
Ijubversive, to be honest. Its become, to me, of 
late, more about commerciality than it has been 
about treading new paths. And at the time when I 
was involved, what was unique about Bathing Ape, 
and what was unique about all of the things we 
were doing, was that no one could understand what 
it was. I don't think in the early days anybody could 


“Ifs a comment on kids in Tokyo. They're shallow; they take things for granted and they're not 
street savvy. It's sort of ironic for them to be wearing my clothing. Tm trying to show how incapable 
they are of beingindependent-minded. They have no plans, no goals, because they're just too 
comfortable. Like bathing in lukewarm water." 

Do we praise his honesty, or condemn him for using his blingedop teeth to bte the hands that feed 
him. “He has a point, doesn't he?' argues Cochrane, “its all about creating sheep, but for sheep to 
come you've got to give them something they want He's taken their obsessions and blown it up. 
Thafs why I think BARE is so successful - ifs not built on something he doesn't know.” 


When somebody shells out lor one of Nigo's T-shirts, they're paying for more than an item of 
clothing; ifs ttie cultural cache that BARE fans want and this arrangement is really no different 
any other h^-end desi^ter label. If nothing else, A Bathing Ape has retained an identity of its 
even if ifs one that lacks Its former jagged edge. 

“1 completely understand where Nigo's at and thafs really cool for him," concludes La\ 
my friend and I admire his achievements massively, ifs just not necessarily where 1 would 
to personally be with what I'm doing. Nigo has a great ability to mutate and fm sure that at 
when It makes sense to him, there will be another Bathing Ape mutation. I think he's a very cl« 





By 2025 the Japanese robot industry will be worth 
almost £27 billion. Robots will dance with you, live with 
you, perhaps even love you. But as technology blurs the 
boundaries between science and fiction, we celebrate a 
more innocent era of human-robot relations. From the heart 
of a shimmering modern Mecca, a little slice of lo-h cool. 
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Hunting: crime against nature, or the ultimate expression 
of mairs mastery over the beasts? Either way, if you get 
your kicks from Killing our fur-clad friends, here’s some 
helpful slaughtering suggestions. 


Taking jp arms against animals is a thriving past me. Shojid you wish to decorate the space above your 
mantelpiece with the head of something beautful, rare and defenceless, the only limit is your imagination 
and your wallet Everywere you look there's no shortage of organisations and countries ready to accept 
your cash in return for the chance to satsfy that bloodlust. The question is, with so much choice, which 
wildlife are you going to annihilate first? 


SEALS 

WHERE: CANADA / NORWAY 

The truly intrepid hunter wants to pit his wits against nature's greatest predators - animals of razor sharp 
teeth and gimlet-eyed cunning. Only then can he justify his place at the top of the food chain. Or, he could 
just club a seal. 

Until recently the annual Canadian seal cull had been a victim of the outrage it provoked in Europe 
and America, banned by forces in favour of more peaceful human-animal relations. That all changed in April 
2004 when the government gave the green light for up to 350,000 harp seals to meet their 
blubbery maker. 

It was the intensi^ of the cull that shocked - over 2,500 hunters using 250 boats massacred 10,000 
seals per daylight hour. Though this year's quota has been reduced to 325,000, such good intentions have 
been largely offset by recent reports of seals being clubbed and skinned alive. 

If this sort of thing floats your boat, take a long hard look in the mirror, then contact NorSafari. 

This Norwegian company specialises in seal hunbng trips, encouraged by Norway's Minister of Fisheries 
Svein Ludvigsen's 2001 plans to make seal kilting a tourist attraction. Greenpeace branded the plans “an 
embartassmenf, but if blushes don't scare you, £650 will guarantee at least two pelts. 






LEOPARDS 

WHERE: AFGHANISTAN / NAMIBIA 

Rare, threatened and infinFtely better looking in the wild than as a rjg on your floor, leopards 
nevertheless remain (unjfatr game. In July of this year, in the Pamir mountain regions of northeastern 
Afghanistan, the slaughter and sale of a snow leopard’s body parts on the black market caught the 
attenton of the region's press. 

This incredibly rare animal is now seen as a lucrative bounty for Afghan poachers and, indeed, 
unscrupulous foreign hunters in the lawless provinces of this war-torn country, despite the five-year 
ban on big cat hunting imposed by Afghan president, Hamid Karzai. 

If you don’t fancy the visa difficulties, however, you could always join a more relaxed and organised 
leopard hunt in Namibia. Though thankfully limited to two or three jaunts a year, Ozondjahe Safaris will 
pander to your bloody demands over a 12-day spree. They're also able to organise bow-hunting trips 
should you want to get all medieval on some big cat ass. 

Of course, bringing your catch back home requires strict permit controls and a bit more cash, 
but where there's a will, there's a way. 

■w»«.africahu«twgiafarit.rom 

RADIOACTIVE WOLVES 

WHERE: CHERNOBYL 

Why not up the stakes and combine your love of wildlife exterminafion with man-made environmental 
disaster? Since the radioactive fallout from the Chernobyl reactor explosion in 1986, the landscape 
around this hell on earth is still lethal to most forms of life. Despite this, reports of wolves and bears 
returning to the area are becoming common. “There is no emptiness in nature," explains zoologist Viktor 
Dunin, “it is the wolf that rules in the reserve." 

The 200 wolves in this, the world's first radioactive nature park, complete with radioactive boars 
and radioacfive mice, have radioactive internal organs. As they terrorise the livestock and families who 
eek out a living on this barren wasteland, rumours of poaching have also arisen. 

There are those who claim that if you have the cash you can hunt wolves from the comfort of a 
bribed Russian helicopter, in plenbful supply from the tourist operators who run grisly trips to the area. 

If you’re prepared to persevere, start your lourney with the Ukraine-based CAM organisation, though 
we're in no way suggesting they offer the chance to hunt a radioactive wolf. So its purely a matter of 
speculation that our advice is to head there at night and see if they really do glow in the dark. 

vvv.ukrcam.coa/lour/teur _J.html 


COWS 

WHERE: CAMBODIA 


The Cambodian bazooka myth is now of such traveller legend that you almost hope its true. 

If you have the patience to negotiate the bad directions, head for the Thunder Ranch Shooting 
Range, Phnom Penh, located off the road towards Pochentong airport Here, they'll be only too happy 
to let you rip from a head-spinning collection of hardware including AK-47 machine guns, the US 
stockpile of M60s acquired from the country's bloody past, and a seemingly endless supply of knock-off 
Chinese hand grenades (a mere Sl5 to risk an ER-worthy misfire). 

It's here that you’li encounter the bazooka-cow legend. In times past (and even now, allegedly, if the 
bribe's good enough) there was a sliding scale of ordinance versus livestock, start ng with a colt pistol 
and a chicken, and going all the way up to the anti-tank bazooka and a tethered water buffalo. Though 
a B40 rocket-propelled grenade is still a pinch at $200, urban myths, and common bloody human 
decency, hint at not pursuing this enquiry. 


If there was a league table of public outrage, harpooning whales would be up there at the top. Even so, the 
planets biggest mammal has a long tradition of ending up on the dinner plate or in alternative medicines. 

If you don't fancy actually pulling the trigger, you could hedge your bets at getting up close and 
personal with an act of whaling violence by joining a Norwegian whale watching expedition. In July 2006, a 
group of tourists travelling to the Artie Lofoten Islands were merrily admiring a peaceful minke whale, until 
a whaling trawler pulled alongside and speared it in full view of 80 horrified passengers. “It wasn't a pretty 
sight," explained a stunned Leontien Dieleman, and then, with the mother of alt understatement: 'This really 
wasn't what we came to see." 

Norway resumed commercial whaling in 1993, and by 2006 they'd bagged a whopping 1,052 minke, 
30 percent up on the previous year. Unsurprisingly, they rejected the 1986 ban issued by the International 
Whaling Commission. 

But if you're determined to kill at least one whale before you die, you might want to contact Kyodo 
Senpaku Kaisha Ltd, the company that owns and charters scores of whaling boats, but is sfill reeling 
from a lawsuit issued by the Humane Society. Perhaps you can start as a deckhand before working your 
way up to the business end of a harpoon. The Japanese Whaling Society might also be able to help with 
enquiries ■ 

KWW. nhaling.j^ 


WHERE: NORWAY / JAPAN 






ARTIST SANDOW BIRK'S NEW 
EXHIBITION TAKES A LONG HARD 
LOOK AT THE DEPRAVITIES OF THE 
WAR ON TERROR. 


Sandow Birk wants you to think about war. And he wants you to think about it hard. Follcmir^ his 
groundbreaking re-creation of Dante's Divine Comedy - with a dystopian America as its burning 
backdrop - Sandow's now turned his attention to the Middte East. His new collection, ‘The Depravities of 
War', references actual images from the war on terror to portray Iraq m all its ghastly, unspeakable and 
dehumanising horror. 


LWLies: What's the main Inspiration behind ‘The Depravities of War?' 

Sandow Birk: The project relates to Kork.3 of the past; to the universality 






project I 


inspiring in any way? 


measuring 48 x 96 Inches. 
March 22. 2007. 
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A LWLiesrniev isiUnotbe 
inhibited hj any perceived rules. 
Just as movies are about more than 
the two hoursjou spend sitting 
in the cinema, our reviews are a 
chance to talk about much more 
than the immediate experience 
of the film in question. There 
are many different aspects of the 
movie-going experience and we will 
embrace them all. 


Ant i cipat i on 

Ever waited six months for a hox- 
office behemoth? Read a hook that 
you loved and nervously watched 
the adaptation? Been pleasantly 
surprised by an off-the-radar 
independent? Anticipation plays a 
crucial role in your reaction to a 
movie. Rather than ignore it, we 
think it should be measured and 
acknowledged as part of the movie- 
going experience. 

Marked eat of 


Enj oyinent 

Ail other things aside, how did you 
feel for those two hours? Were you 
glued to your seat? Did the film 
speak to your soul? Was it upsetting, 
disappointing, or just plain boring? 
Were you even awake? 

Marked mt s/J. 


In Retrospect 

Great movies live with you; you 
carry them around wherever you 
go and the things they say shape 
the way you see the world. Did 
this movie fade away or was every 
moment burned into your retinas? 
Was it a (^uick fix action flick, good 
for a rainy Sunday afternoon? Or the 
first day of the rest of your life? Did 
you hate it with a fury only to fall 
in love with a passion? Or did that 
first love drain away like a doomed 
romance? 

Marked ant of 5. 
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So you’ve seen 

Jarhoad. And Saving Private Ryan. 
Full Mela/ Jacket too. You’ve even 
caught The Battle of Algiers on 
DVD (kudos). You know, secretly, 
that war movies are Just a series 
of stylistic tropes, archetypal 
scenes and Jaded ciphers. You 
know atx>ut the Sergeant, the 
first timer, the battle, the bedlam, 
the chaos, and the sappy 'War Is 
Hell’ sermonising that makes a 
victim out of every soldier, and a 
scapegoat out of some Inef^ble 
evil that’s suspiciously devoid of 
political will. ’Yes,’ you say, further 
convinced, 'war movies suck.’ 

But then along comes one from 
Clint Eastwood. Yes, Eastwood. 
That 76year-old Republican 
buzzard. It’s called Flags of our 
Fathers, and It’s about the men 
who were famously photographed 
raising the US flag on Iwo JIma’s 


Mount Surlbachl. You can sea the 
breast-beating already, and you 
know you’re going to hate It. 

But then the opening credits 
roll, the Warner logo hits the 
screen and something strange 
happens. Eastwood’s frail falsetto 
trembles through a few bars of 
World Warn anthem ‘I’ll Walk 
Alone’ (the end credits list the 
singer as one 'Don Runner’, 
but you’re not buying it). You’re 
unnerved. The movie proper 
starts. Three soldiers climb a 
duff-looking Surlbachl. ’Typical,’ 
you think. 'Can’t even shell out 
for some decent sets.’ But then 
a pullback reveals a deliberately 
ersatz mountain In the middle 
of a packed football stadium. 

Eastwood, It seems. Is one 
step ahead of you. He’s Jumping, 
you soon discover, all over the 


chronological map. One minute 

boys Doc (Ryan Phlllippe), Rene 
(Jesse Bradford) and Hayes 
(Adam Beach). The next minute 
we’re back In the US on a fund- 
raising tour for the Army. Then 
we’re at the end of the war. Then 
the start again. And then back In 
the Pacific. It’s deftly done, and 
you're finally convinced. You 
see what he’s doing, or at least, 
you think you do. 

He’s turning the war movie on 
Its head. He’s liquidising it. He’s 
shooting It In gorgeous greys and 
bomb blackened shadows. With 
multiple narrators, with CGI, with 
blood-squibs, weeping mothers, 
dying fathers and the latent political 
rage of obedient cannon fodder. 
He's searching for something, on 
screen, right In front of your eyes. 
The truth, perhaps. 


He doesn’t quite get there. But 
then no one ever does. And still 
you feel, by the end, that he’s 
done something Impossible. He’s 
made an angry political war movie. 
In this time of times, that somehow 
has a soft sympathetic heart. And 
even more Impossible, he’s made a 
war movie that matters. Kevin Maher 


Anticipation. Great. 



Enjoyment, can't think. 





In Retrospect. Award- 








GHOSTS 


Even though he’s 

put his trusty boom-mike and 
headphones aside for this 
recreation of the 2004 Morcambe 
Bay cockiing tragedy, the poster- 
boy of British documentary, Nick 
Broomfieid, has certainiy retained 
his sense of sociai Justice and a 
dedication to uncovering the roots 
of smaii-scaie corruption. 

Not a miiiion miiesfrom 
Michaei Winterbottom's In This 
World, which itseif documented 
the ordeais of immigrants 
choosing to take the arduous and 
often painfui journey to Europe, 
Broomfieid’s fiim successfuiiy 
dramatises the biighted dreams 
of a group of Chinese iabourers 
whose oniy intention was to make 
money whiie retaining a sense of 
dignity and seif-worth. 

Though the performances 
from the non-professionai cast 
(especiaiiy Ai Qin Lin, who has 
first-hand experience of the six- 
month ciandestine trek from 
China to the UK) are uniformiy 


Denny (Kevin Costner) 

is a Bud-swiiiing ex-basebaii star 
who, when not in front of the TV 
with one hand down his pants, 
hosts a radio taik show. He iives 
in a pit surrounded boxes of 
basebaiis that he signs and seiis 
oniine - a bittersweet reminder of 
the dreams he once had. 

Around the cornerof autumn- 
ieaved suburbia, Terry Ann 
Woifmeyer^ (Joan Aiien) husband 
has ieft her for his secretary. Denny 
kindiy offers to be her drinking 
buddy, even though Terry’s four 
daughters ("One of them hates me, 
and the other three are working 
on it”) form a congiomerate of 





n interview wit 
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LWLies: Where did you get the idea for the film? 


out of the spotlight. The film 
oozes more oestrogen than a 
moming-after pill, but Denny uses 
the support of his friend Shep 
(Binder himself) to escape the 
temale world he orbits. Shep 
slimes Into the story as a ratty- 
looklng scumbag whose life Is 
dictated by his groin, but as his 
outer layers fall away, we see Shep 
Is harmless - a pathetic benchmark 
to measure how far Denny has 
gravitated from his former self. 

Though the usual cliches 
- pregnancy, unrequited love, 
sexual deviance and sudden 
Illness - are scattered throughout 
a film that would be better 


balanced without them, Binder 
still makes smart use of them to 
exemplify the serendipitous nature 
of life, and he tops It all with a 
beautiful ending that leaves a 
silently wistful Terry on her knees 
In despair. Monisha Rajash 

Anticipation . KevLn 

Enjoyment. Huge peaks 

In Retrospect, stop. 





LWLies: Did you wrHe the character around her, or did you make 
her become the character? 

Binder: I kind of merged Che two. The character of Terry 








LWLies: Do you think that somewhere along the way Terry realises 
what has happened to her husband? 

Binder: she spends a long txme being really angry about a 




LWLies: Did you wrHe Kevin’s role wHh him in mind? 

Binder: No, not really. I was in a restaurant in Hollywood 










LWLies: What made you write yourself into the character of Shep? 

Binder: I'm the best dlrtbag that I know. I love to act. 







SHORTBUS 



In the opening five 

minutes of Shortbus, director John 
Cameron Mitcheii rams the viewer^ 
face right between the thighs of 
his movie in a way that gives short 
shrift to the sexuai introvert it’s a 
brave, heady sequence which iays 
down the gauntiet for the ensuing 
sexuai freakery as one character 
ejacuiates directiy onto an abstract 
painting, whiie another disproves 
the oid schooiboy theory that you 
need to have a rib removed to suck 
^urown dick. 

However, if this provokes 
images of the phiiosophicaiiy 
impenetrabie Euro-smut in which 
eniightened eiders can’t rut without 
biock-quoting Baudeiaire, then 


you’re in iuck. Shonbus is a witty, 
wise and - most cruciaiiy - human 
portrait of the sexuai iivesof a 
group of bewiidered NewYorkers. 

Reiationships counciiior 
Sofia (Sook-Yin Lee) has never 
had an orgasm. When she admits 
this to gay coupie Jamie and 
James, they invite her to Shortbus, 
a ciub that deais strictiy in the 
art of sexuai iiberation, whose 
ciienteie ranges from transsexuai 
Jewish performance artists to 
the aging, homosexuai, ex-Mayor 
of New York. What foiiows is a 
Technicoior odyssey into the 
reaims of her darkest cravings via 
the iives of a number of crisis- 
ridden indivktuais. 


With a superbiy coiiated 
scriptand resourcefui direction, 
not oniy does the fiim aiiow you 
to successfuiiy befriend this group 
of genuineiy iovabie characters, 
it proves that there is depth to the 
current penchant for intertwined 
ensembie narratives if the focus is 
kept tight enough (in this case, the 
nature of human connection). 

With the Big Appie 
innovativeiy rendered as a 
digitaiiy animated sexuai piaying 
fieid, and the briiiiant use of New 
York free-foik quartet Animai 
Coiiective on the soundtrack, 
Shortbus insouciantiy emits 
bursts of orgasmic energy which 
reaiiy get under your skin, and 


make up for the somewhat 
haif-baked denouement of ’ 
get some in the end’. David . 


Anticipation . Muck 



In Retrospect. Abe 







With a panoply of 

interviews, news Footage and 
music video-bites, US vs John 
Lennon is a hyperkinetic 
composition of assorted media, 
which Journeys choppiiy through 
1 0 >«ar5 of poiiticai unrest. The 
fiim both documents and 
ceiebrates the anti-war activism 
of the inteiiectuai Beatie’ during 
the turbuient poiiticai miiieu of 
the ’60s and ’70s, and traces 
the eponymous hero's periious 
transition from famous pacifist to 
enemy of the state 

There are recordings from 
anti- Vietnam raiiies and peace 
concerts; interviews with radicais 
such as the Biack Panther Party 
co-founder Bobby Seaie, and 
activist Ron Kovic; as weii as a 
series of in-depth, confessionai 
accounts from Yoko Ono, who 
shares her memories of Lennon’s 
persecution at the hands of the US 
government 

Yet beyond the impressive 
cataiogue of interviewees, the 
zesty editing and the nostaigic 
revisiting of iong hair and free iove, 
there’s iittie narrative deveiopment 
As pubiic anger towards the 
Vietnam War escaiatss, Lennon 
proves an increasingiy hazardous 
threat to the Ni»>n administration, 
and the target of the CiA’s 
sinisterobservation. in an age 
of Watergate, secret surveiiiance 
and wiretapping, this shouid be 
an unsettiing thought but the 
tension never rises, and feeiings 
of disquiet faii to unfoid. What 
coukJ have been a disturbing 
study of Oniveiiian controi by a 
government in crisis, never 
reaches beyond a cursory record 
of a pop star gone serious. 

in fact, accusations of the 
superhciai couid weii be directed 
at Lennon him seif. As a principied. 



witty and charismatic agitator, 
Lennon provides the documentary 
with its centrai voice of dissent. But 
it is aiso reveaied to be the voice 
of starry-eyed ideaiism with iittie 
substance behind it Though we are 
toid repeatediy that this is a man 
who sacrificed his own safety for 
the sake of peace. Just how John 
and Yoko intended to estabiish it 
is never reveaied. This comes to 
a head in a heated battie of wits 
between Lennon and a Journaiist at 
The New York Times, who accuses 
him of empty utopianism. He is, for 
once, outsmarted by her attacks 
and begins to flounder. But of 


course, he stiii comes out on 
top because he’s John Lennon 

US vs John Lennon sits weii 
in the current ciimate of anti- 
Americanism, but there is avast 
guif between the dissidence of 
a Michaei Moore and the simpie 
make-iove-not-war-vaiues of the 
hippy generation. The fiim is in 
fact at its most engaging when it 
shows us the private Lennon - not 
the activist or the musician, but the 
doting father or the worshipping 
husband, ideaiist or not, this 

protagonist Lennon is iikabie, and 


impossibiy cooi and that’s where 
the reai appeai of US vs John 
Lennon iies. Enuna Paterson 
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HOLLYWOODLAND 



Placing itself in the 

long line of Hollywood movies 
about Hollywood, Hollywoodland 
Is based on the mysterious 
death of George Reeves, 
television's first Superman, who 

from a single gunshot wound to 
the head. A verdict of suicide 
was officially recorded, but as 
Coulter’s film demonstrates, there 
were plenty of characters who 
wanted him dead. 

Ben Affleck Is a handsomely 
portly Reeves; his physique 
plumped up by the chubby 
padding of his Superman suit. 
Reeves felt limited by the role, 
which brought him national 
fame but restrictive typecasting, 
and the extra weight helps 
Affleck to appear at once 


vulnerable and comic, playing 
the Superman scenes In particular 
for knowing laughs. 

Adrien Brody Is Louis SImo, 
the private detective who Initially 
treats the Investigation as Just 
another payday, but gradually 
becomes personally Involved 
when he discowrs uneasy 
parallels between Reeves’ life 
and his own. SImo Is a man on 
the slide, but although his 
frustrated ambitions echo Reeves’ 
own, an emotional link between 
them Is never fully established, 
making It hard to believe that 
SImo has Indeed switched from 
cynical PI to selfless crusader. 

The distance between 
characters Isn't helped by the fact 
that the film Itself Is so simple In Its 
mechanics. A team of Journalists 


Is never far from the action, but 
they're no more than puppets to be 
manipulated by anyone with an axe 
to grind. Whether It's Reeves the 
unknown ducking Into photographs 
to Increase his exposure, or 
SImo feeding reporters pieces of 
Information to keep the pressure on 
his various adversaries, it's a world 
view of basic cause and effect 
that serves for little more than 
propelling the plot forward, fairly 
unconvincingly. 

It Is widely held that Ree\«s 
was killed either by his Jealous 
girlfriend or the husband of his 
mistress, or that he killed himself 
In a fit of depression. Each of 
these scenarios Is dramatised 
In the film, but merely seeing 
the various alternatives doesn't 
make them any more real when 


the characters Involved seem so 
remote from one another. Indeed, 
Hollywoodland brings nothing new 
to the sad story of George Reeves, 
and the film e\«ntually lumbers to 
Its conclusion like the man himself; 
shambling drunk In his bloated 


Enjoyment, a soltdly 





VENUS 



Venus, the goddess 

of sexual healing, has warmed 
the blood of men for centuries; 
men who live by theirdesires, 
men who denounce restraint to 
embrace temptation. Men like 
Maurice (O’Toole) - a doddery 
70-somethlng with one leg firmly 
In the grave, and the other 
strapped to a catheter. 

Maurice and Ian are ailing 
British actors, bound by an age- 
old friendship and a thesplan 
sense of their Impending 
mortality. Having chased the big 
time and settled for bit parts, 
they provide a dose of wit and 
old boy warmth In one another's 


twilight. Jessie Is Ian’s grandniece 
- a pink-tracksult-toting. Pot 
Noodle-slurping chav, who left her 
small-town life In the North for the 
promise of bright lights. She’s also 
Just the Venus to reIgnIte Maurice’s 
libidinous Impulses. 

Ploughing headlong Into a 
generational gap, Maurice 
becomes drawn to Jessie’s 'Am I 
bovered?’ ethos. The relationship 
that forms Is both curious yet 
ordinary - In her youthful tease, 
he finds escape; In him, she finds 
something she’d soonerdeny. 

Despite being eligible for a 
slot on Jerry Springer, what ensues 
Is strangely neither sick nor 


sweeL as a quiet mutual affection 
makes for a convincing tale of 
geezer-meets-girl, littered with 
the usual Insecurities and 
broken pasts. 

And yet black around Its 
comic edges, this Is far from the 
saccharine affair one might 
expect. In a single voyeuristic 
swing, Venus will somehow 
restore yourfaith In the destiny 
of soul mates, while your Inbuilt 
social morals cower at an old 
man’s sexual reawakening. 

At Its core, Venus Is a simple 
coming of age tale, both young 
and old, and a stark reminder that 
we may never truly understand 


ourselves - no matter how long 
we stick It out. Andraa Kurland 
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How do you set 

about finding something when 
you don’t know what it is you’ve 
iost? This is the question facing 
Kurt (Wiii Oidham) and Mark 
(Daniei London) as they set off 
for a weekend camping trip in the 
Oregon mountains Both men are 
quietiy stunned to find themseives 
facing 40; Mark is shuffiing toward 
fatherhood whiie Kurt insuiates 
him seif with drugs So they head 


for a hot spring in the woods in a 
bid to resurrect the husk of their 
reiationship. 

This scant biographicai 
information is iargeiy inferred 
from the dribbie of non-sequiturs 
that peppertheirjourney; there 
is no cioying back-story, no 
big reveiations. A sense that a 
friendship has been outgrown, 
and aii that remains are vague, 
unformed recriminations, is 


conveyed in naturaiistic pauses 
grunts and giances. 

An intimate story set amongst 
the suiien grandeur of Oregon’s 
woodiand with a restrained 
soundtrack by Yo La Tengo, Old 
Joy occasionaiiy recaiis Fivo Easy 
Pieces. Like Jack Nichoison’s 
Bobby Dupea, these men seek no 
epiphany, novaiediction, mereiy 
the subtiest connection and the 
strength to feei Joy once again. 


it’s moumfui stuff, dripping 
with pathos and singuiariy 
iacking in humour, but Reichardfs 
fiim stiii somehow manages to 
be vibrant and warm. The 
characters are never reduced to 
the ciphers they couid soeasiiy 
ha\« become, and the fiim’s 
iong periods of siience come to 
impart as much meaning as the 
few words shared between them. 
The iandscape is beautifuiiy 
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LWLies: The film premiered at Sundance - how did you find 
the festival? 

London: Itiere's a loC of esCraneous stuff that's going 


LWLies: What Is It that appealed to you about starring in Old Joyl 

London: Iha space appealed to me. but even beyond the 








LWLies: You’ve done a lot of work In theatre, but your 
performance here Is more natural. 

London: That's the kind of acting that appeals to me 




Kelly allowed me and Will [Oldham] to figure out what a 




LWLies: What's next for you? 

London: I always liked doing smaller films, but they 


photographed t^ Peter Slllen, 
and slowly emerges as a third 
character, gradually enfolding 
Kurt and Mark as they search for 
theirwellspring. 

We briefly return to civilization 
for a short coda that suggests, 

In the very smallest way, that 
some unknowable resolution 
has been reached In the 
mountains, and while the sense of 
purposelessness that has dogged 


the characters remains, they may 
at least have made a little peace 

Anticipation, a 


Enjoyment . 
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Dissecting a six-year 

period In Truman Capote’s life, 
leading to the publication of 
groundbreaking non-fiction tome 
In Cold Stood, Infamous follows 
Capote (Toby Jones) and a pre- 
Mock/ngb/rd H arper Lee (Sandra 
Bullock) as they document the 
aftermath of a grisly murder In a 
small Kansas town In the 19S0s. 

Once described by Gore 
Vidal as having, “the voice of a 
Brussel sprouf. Capote - as styled 
by Brit-actor Jones - Is a writer 
descending from happy-go-iucky 
Park Avenue wag to a spent iiterary 
force seeking soiace in piiisand 
booze And it’s the shift from the 
triumphant to the tragic - setting it 
apart from the ‘other’ Capore - that 
Infamous chronicies so weii. 

it’s worth noting that the 
two movies are adapted from 
different books about the writer. 
The persistentiy coid and cieveriy 
cynicai tones of Hoffman’s 
character are repiaced here 
by Jones’ graduai Journey into 
darkness, augmented byaii-star 


support from the iikesof Sigourney 
Weaverand Jeff Danieis (iook 
out for a stunning cameo from 
Gwyneth Paitrow too). 

in the pursuit of ’New 
Journaiism’ Capote is torn between 
the outcome of a murder triai and 
a good ending for his book. As the 
drama deepens, Daniei Craig is 
superb as murderous muse Perry 
in a series of prison scenes that 
are aii caged intensity, where the 
veneer of Capote's wit is stripped 
bare to reveai a broken man whose 
cutting inteiiect was won over by 
his heart Funny and compeiiing, 
this fiim deserves to stand aione. 
Dan Brlghtmora 
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GONE 


Smokin’ Aces goes 

to show that, even for the good 
guys, things can still go bad if 
enough people want them to. 

Buddy ‘Aces' Israel (Jeremy Piven) 
Is the mob member moonlighting 
as an FBI Informant Now Sparazza 
(Joseph Ruskin), his deathbed- 
ridden nemesis and rival gang 
leader, wants him dead. Protected 
by hero cops Ray Llotta and Ryan 


Should you rely on 

the kindness of strangers? As 
a backpacker, there’s nothing 
like meeting a fellow traveller 
and hitting It off, particularly one 
who offers you a free ride. But 
rather than affirming the Joys 
of such happy encounters, Brit 
director RIngan Ledwidge's debut 
feature. Gone, warns against 
taking such risks. 

This ominous story Is played 
out In Australia where British 
couple Alex and Sophie (Shaun 
Evans and Amelia Warner) meet 
the mysterious and enigmatic 
Taylor (Scott Mechlowicz, who 
does creepy outsider with 
disarming skill). After a brief 
friendship, Taylor unexpectedly 



Reynolds aftera mllllon-dollar price 
tag Is placed on his head, a race to 
his Nevada hide out ensues. 

The film rattles along at an 
alarming pace In the lead up to 
an almighty shoot-out, picking 
up random characters and sub- 
plots along the way, one of which 
Includes a karate obsessed, 
eye patch-wearing ADHD kkJ 
with hormonal fluctuations. As a 


result Smokin' Aces leaves you 
wondering Just when the story Is 
going to begin, but a script which 
Is littered with 'I'm gonna bust 
yo' ass' phrases leaves you In no 
doubt that this Is a gangsta' film 
through-and-through. 

However, once the anticipation 
of violence Is sated. It becomes 
apparent that Messner (Reynolds) 
Is to be our one reference point 


In this Incessantly back-flipping 
world, and his quest for clarity 
returns the film to an altogether 
saner place. His plea for everything 
to Just "make sense" Is the film's 
turning point. Just when everything 
seemed to be sliding dangerously 
out of control. And by the end, 
make sense It does, but by that 
time you cant help but feel that it's 


Ant icipation. working 


Enjoyment. Blink and 
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Imagine, if you will, 

the sweet blossom of Charlie 
Kaufman In full bloom. Imagine 
this mingling with the flowers of 
Spike Jonze, In the garden of 
David O’Russell, lapped by the 
waters of Michel Gondry. Wouldn’t 
that be paradise? 

Now Imagine, If you can bear 
it, that dream turned to nightmare. 
Imagine the creative ethos that 
Invigorated cinema at the turn of 
the century blended, pulped and 
squeezed through a studio Juicer. 
Imagine It repackaged, genre-hed, 
painted beige and made fit for 
general consumption. 

Imagine Stranger Than Fiction, 
Marc Forster and Will Ferrell’s llfe- 
sapplng bear hug to Generation Y. 

Harold Crick (Ferrell) Is a 
taxman. He lives In tasteful 
minimalism, surrounded t^ low- 
key CGI, which helpfully Illustrates 
his state of perma-zapped 
consumer angst. But Harold has a 
problem. He has a voice In his head 
- the voice of reclusive writer Kay 
Eiffel, narrating Harold to his death. 
With the help of aging professor 
Jules Hilbert (Hoffman), Harold 
must find the source of this voice, 
before his demise concludes the 
final chapterof her book. 

Stranger Than Fiction looks 
great. It’s as clean and pretty 
and sweetly anaemic as an IKEA 
catalogue. And perhaps, separately, 
these were two fascinating 
stories: the writer struggling with 
greatness; and the question of 
literature’s relationship to the 
real world. If the characters we 
create are alive, to what extent 
must we take responsibility for 
their, or our, actions? 

But fatally, In one disastrous 



scene, Forster collapses these two 
distinct strands Into one narrative 
And In the dust of that decision, 
you realise that he Just doesn’t dig 
It- that detachment you need to 
make a film like this work. 

Forster wants to be In the 
hipster gang, but at the same time 
he wants to make a sensible movie 
- a proper movie, with comfortable 
shoes. But e\«n as he falls to 
embrace the ambivalence and 
complexity that could have saved 
this film, you realise that, actually, 
this Isn’t even a proper movie 


anyway. There’s nothing going on 
here - no depth, no subtlety, no 
meta-textual analysis of, you know, 
meta-textual stuff. It's about a guy 
who can actually heara voice In his 
head, for real, but not only Is he not 
crazy, he gets Maggie Gyllenhaal 
Into the sack. What gives? 

There are flashes of talent 
along the way, not least the 
great use of The Jam’s ’Thafs 
Entertainment’, but Stranger Than 
Fiction Is a shallow disappointment 
and a meaningless stab at being 


Anticipation, will 


Enj oyment . Tasteful, 




illy 




TBC IS RETURNIN6 BACK TO THE EXHIBITION’S ORIGINAL HOME 

THE OLD TRUMAN BREWERY 
FEBRUARY 11/12 2007 


THE OLD TRUMAN BREWERY, 146 BRICK LANE, LONDON El 6QL 
SUNDAY FEBRUARY 11, 2007 10AM - TPM MONDAY FEBRUARY 12, 2007 10AM - 5PM 

WWW.2BEeONFIRMEO.COM 


NuphonicProductions 






Aa interview with Tqiti 
T ykwer, director of Peifu/ne. 

LWLies: Perfume was always going to generate huge 
expectations. Was it bard to approach the film using Just your 
own feelings about the book? 

Tykwer: That was a difficulty. It’s a book that 




LWLies: Did you feel this was Grenouille’s story or were you 
concerned with addressing more universal themes? 

Tykwer: I think the only way to get to the universal 
themes of the book is to be radically close to the 




LWLies: He is dark but he’s also a victim of society; they’re 
all responsible for him. Do you think that's a theme relevant to 
a modern audience? 

Tykwer: He's like a classical literary or cinematic 






It was the film they 

said couldn’t be made. Patrick 
Suskind’s bizarre story of a 
nasally gifted murderer passed 
through the hands of Ridley Scott, 
Tim Burton, Martin Scorsese and 
even Stanley Kubrick. Somehow 
it ended up with Tom Tykwer, 
director of Run Lola Run. The 
result Is a stunning success: 
never have flavours flooded from 


the screen with such poisonous 
panache as Tykwerdellvers In 
this eye-watering, thrilling and 
horrifying story. 

Born In ungraceful 
circumstances under a table 
In a fish market, Jean-Baptiste 
Grenoullle (Ben Whishaw) Is 
an outcast from the moment he 
slithers to the floor. He does, 
however, possess an unusual 


ability: his quivering nostrils 
are able to absorb the sweet 
smells of youth, virility, beauty 
and Innocence. But he has no 
smell of his own, and seems 
destined to live a life of scentless 
solitude until, one fateful night 
he has a run-in with a stunning 
red-head who possesses an 
aroma so enchanting that he 
Inhales the life out of her. Struck 


with an Insatiable desire for 
more and Instructed In the 
oibctory arts by the farcical Baktlnl 
(Dustin Hoffman), Grenoullle 
embarks on a murderous, scent- 
inspired spree. 

A comforting voice-over, 
allied to the film's visual power 
and evocative nature, makes 
this fabulous fairy tale somehow 
definite and tangible. Indeed, 


every Ingredient In the film - 
from the casting and lighting to 
the acting and directing - has 
been distilled to a rare purity. 

And that makes Perfume a truly 
Incredible experience down to the 
very last drop. Monistia Ra)eah 

Anticipation, ihe 


Enjoyment. For a 
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LWLies: Perfume was a huge film in terms of costs and 
production. Was there as much scope for creative freedom? 

Tykwer: it blows up the creative room; there are more 






completely confid 







Charlie (David 

Schwimmer) is a would-b« writer 
in a backend town that seethes 
with smaii-time success stories 
and big-time faiiures. After taking 
a dead-end Job as an iT phone 
monkey, Chariie meets Gus 
(Simon Pegg), a iow-rent crook 
with a high-end pian: a no-iose 
biackmaii scheme that promises 
each of them a six -figure payday. 
What happens instead invoives 
muitipie homicide, a biond 
bombsheii, afamiiy crisis, dirty 
cops, a seriai kiiier, a bag fuii of 
cash and some cuddiytoys. Big 
Nothing is, if nothing eise, a 
head-spinning ride. 

You can see what director 



Jean-Baptiste Andrea had in mind 
here: a throwback to the iate '90s 
Tarantino traii of taiky, high styie 
dramas, trodden by the iikes 
of Danny Boyie, John Herzfeid 
and Gary Fieder. For its part 
Big Nothing is an energetic and 
inventive piece of fiimmaking, but 
iike Gus’ pian, it’s far from fiawiess. 

Shot on the isie of Man, it 
suffers badiy from a sense of 
geographicai ordinariness, in 


conjuring a vision of Anypiace, 
USA, Andrea has made a rootiess, 
isoiated fiim, which makes a 
mockery of Pegg’s excruciating 
American accent. Brit actress 
Aiice Eve does better, but you 
can’t heip wondering what the 
iikes of M:l:lirs Micheiie Monaghan 
might have done with the roie 
Stiii, once you get your head 
around the fact that Big Nothing 
is in essence a comic-fantasy- 


Anticipatii 


Enj oyment . 
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A largely uninspiring 

traiier made Rushed Away iook 
iike the very poor reiative of 
next summer’s Pixar hot ticket 
Ratatouine. That Aardman had 
stepped away from ciaymation 
and into CG seemed iike a move 
that couid oniy backfire. The first 
10 minutes of Rushed Away do 
nothing to suggest othenivise, but 
graduaiiy the Aardman pedigree 
begins to assert itseif. 

An ace screenpiay penned by 
Brit-com veterans Dick Ciement 
and ian La Frenais avoids the usuai 
DreamWorks probiem of sacrificing 
humour for an endiess siewof 
pop cuiture gags, whiie the A-iist 
attraction of Hugh Jackman and 



Kate Winsiet adds the expected 
air of Hoiiywood giamour (e\«n if 
it’s Sir ian McKeiien’s pantomime 
performance as the nefarious 
Toad that steais the show). 

The soundtrack is aiso 
surprisingiy soiid, with Biiiy idoi’s 
hymn to masturbation ’Dancing 
With Myseif ’ kicking things off in 
admirabie styie On the visuai 
front it's nice to see that the 
rendering process has been 


taken to such iengths that even 
the fingerprints and smudges 
thatwouid appear on piasticine 
modeis have been inciuded on 
the character renders. 

There may be no great 
surprises here, but the sharp 
script and visuai gags mean 
Rushed Away keeps its head 
above the rim. Andy Davidson 
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In the most striking 

scene in Jasmila Zbanic's emotive 
and weii-Judged study of the 
human aftermath of war, a iong 
pan around a room fuii of women 



iistening intentiy as one of their 
number sings a traditionai foik 
song. Each of their faces speaks of 
traumas survived and ioved ones 
iosL but they never say a word. 

it’s 10 years since the 
massacre in Srebrenica - the 
darkest episode in the Baikan 
conflict -and, understandably, 
the region is still raw. But life 
goes on, and normality re-asserts 
itself. Esma is a single mother 
with a wilful young daughter, 

Sara, with whom she has a 
turbulent but ultimately tender 
relationship. However, it only 
takes something as innocuous 
as an impending school trip to 


unearth hidden pain and the bitter 
reality of recent years. When it 
turns out that the children of men 
who were killed during the war will 
be exem pt from the costs of the 
trip, Esma appears reluctant to 
give herdaughterthe necessary 
certificate, and instead takes a 
part-time Job in a seedy 
bar to help her raise the money. 

Bosnian director Zbanic 
presents a plausible picture of 
life in her country now that the 
fighting has ceased and the 
news crews have moved on. 

She also draws a phenomenal 
performance from the young 
Luna Mijovic in her debut role 
as Sara. Alternating between 
aggression and bratty indifforence 
to her mother’s troubles, this 
scowling, angry child commands 
the camera throughout and 


alongside the restrained and 
dignified Miijana Karanovic. 

Esma's Secret manages to 
be well observed and socially 
relevant without ramming its 
worthiness down your throat 
- something that raises it a notch 
above most ’issue’ cinema. 
Zbanic’s seemingly everyday 
scenes echo with resonance as 
the truth of what happened to 
Esma during the war, and why she 
grows so tight-lipped every time 
Sara asks questions about her 
father, slowly emerges. 

Esma’s tentative relationship 
with a local heavy is touchingly 
handled, and though the addition 
of a pistol in the inevitable 
mother-daughter collision towards 
the end of the film threatens to 
tip things over into melodrama, 
the combined skill of Karanovic 
and Mijovic ensure that while 


the scene is distressing, it is not 
unrealistically so. 

This is an undoubtedly 
bleak film, but it is shot with 
real warmth and, on occasbn, a 
welcome lightness of touch. More 
importantly it has opened the door 
to the pain that still affects the 
people of the former Yugoslavia 
today. Natasha Tripney 














It’s apt that disgruntled 

Americans should have flayed 
George W In the recent mid-terms, 
Just as this long-awaited blopic 
of their faTOurlte liberal poster 
boy was preparing to hit cinemas 
across the country. Bobby Kennedy 
would have been proud of the 
election result. That Is, had he not 
been murdered In cold blood In 
the kitchen of the Ambassador 
Hotel during the presidential 
primaries of 1966. 

This bloody Instalment of 
the Kennedy curse Is the event 
which brings together an eclectic 
bunch of 22 men, women and 
politicians who all find themselves 
In the Ambassador on the fateful 
night of June S. Anthony Hopkins’ 
retiring doorman looks back on 
decades of service whilst playing 
the longest and least eventful game 
of chess Harry Belafonte has ever 


been Involved In; William H Many’s 
othenivise principled hotelier turns 
a blind eye to his own adultery 
as he upbraids his staff for racial 
discrimination; Lindsay Lohan 
plays the blushing bride to a man 
she barely knows. Just to keep him 
away from the front line In Vietnam. 
But as sub-plot after sub-plot 
stacks up, the awful realisation 
emerges; there Is no main plot 
here at all. 

As the film progresses, 

Sharon Stone, Helen Hunt, 

Joshua Jackson and Elijah Wood 
compete forever-decreasing 
slices of screen time, overloading 
and ultimately unbalancing the 
film’s fragile tapestry. By the time 
Bobby eventually mounts the 
stage for the final act, It Is too 
late to save this hugely ambitious 
project from damning mediocrity. 

In the end, there simply Isn’t 


enough script to go around a 
production which appears to 
have been cast solely from 
names on the director’s Christmas 
card list. 

For his part, Emilio Estevez 
seems content to fall back on 
the circumstantial unity of place 
holding the disparate elements 
of his story together, but by 
doing so he tacitly admits that 
they have precious little else 
In common. Worse, Laurence 
FIshburne's painful 'once and 
future king’ speech removes the 
film to a realm of Ideological 
fantasy which betrays the political 
simplicity at Its heart Shia 
LaBeouf does his best to salvage 
the show with a searing slapstick 
turn as an LSD-addled campaign 
volunteer who craps In a cat litter 
tray. Sadly, his virtuoso display 
of defecation Just serves to 


hammer home the feeling that 
Bobby, well, kinda stinks. Mike Brett 
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Bleak truths are a 

currency Paul Verhoeven enjoys 
dealing In. From the fighting and 
fucking that coloured early work 
like Spelters, right down to the 
square-jawed Obermensch of 
Starship Troopers, he Is dogged 
In his mission to provoke, tease 
and offend by making the viewer 
seriously question who they're 
rooting tor. 

Now he’s back on Dutch turf 
for the first time In 20 years, and the 
result Black Book, Is a delightful 
melange of the quasl-exploltative 
Verhoeven who produced such 
rough gems as The Fourth Man 
and Soldier of Orange (which this 
film most clearly resembles), and 
the shrewd, calculated masterof 
thrills who brought us Robocop 
and Total Recall. This Is a highbrow 
blockbuster, but, as always with 


Verhoeven's work, there's a cruel 


Star-ln-the-making Carice 
van Houten plays Rachel Stein, 
a Dutch Jew In Nazi-occupied 
Holland who, upon witnessing 
the murder of her entire family 
In an elaborate sting concocted 
by the uproariously wicked Nazi 
officer Franken (Waldemar Kobus), 
decides the best thing she can do 
Is Join the resistance movement. 

There, whilst moonlighting 
as a cabaret singer, she falls In 
love with a sympathetic member 
of the Nazi top brass, an unwise 
move that thrusts her Into a gulf of 
moral uncertainty, where a rigorous 
questioning of personal affinity 
becomes a matterof life and death. 

Van Houten’s performance Is 
almost worryingly committed, as 


and sassy while fending off the 
numerous sexual advances of 
her male cohorts, to throws of 
genuine anguish when she Is 
stripped and covered In human shit 
as punishment for her suspected 
Involvement In Nazi dealings. 

More a thriller than a war 
movie, the action Is still coloured 
by a sense of vivid historical 
recollection (that of the director’s 
own youth) and rlp-roarlng, 
narrative-driven adventure. By 
turns violent, sexually frank and 
deeply engaging, the plot twists 
barely stop, even until the horrific 
Pfaner of the Apes-esque finale, 
which forces us to realise that 
our plucky heroine Is far from 
safe, while also ushering In 
Verhoeven's almost dutiful sense 
of moral needling. 

But where a film like Starship 


Troopers wore its allegorical 
subtext on Its sleeve. Black 
Book seems the more studied. 
Insidiously bitter film as we leave 
the cinema In a state of dissatisfied 
satisfaction: hating ourselves for 
enjoying IL For two hours wete at 
the director’s total mercy, and boy 
does It feel good. David Jenkins 


Enjoyment. The 


In Retrospect. Nould 



I ■njESlSELlSSUE 


DEEP 

WATER 



Deep Water is the 

story of Donald CrowhursL and 
the darkness that consumes him as 
he mentally sails over the precipice 
In the 1 968 round-the-world yacht 
race. It Is a sympathetic portrait of 
a man drowning In the bbricatlons 
he creates to protect his family. 
Signing a pact with the devil to get 
the means to make his own tx>at, 
the Inexperienced Crowhurst must 
finish the race or face humiliation 
and financial ruin. But haunted 
by his debts on land, he finds no 
solace at sea. As the relentless 


ocean begins to cripple his boat 
he hatches a flawed plan; to cheat 
In the race. The psychological 
strain of his situation soon takes 
him to breaking point. 

With its fable-llke qualities 
and other-worldllness, Deep 
tVatermIrrors the sailors' own 
experiences, floating alone In the 
middle of the ocean. That lonely 
landscape Is captured with rich, 
16mm him, as well as the Journals 
and audio diaries from the voyage 
Itself. Mercifully, the material 
gleaned from archive footage and 


talking head Interviews means 
there Is no need forany hammy 
dramatisations; the story and 
the film’s contributors - bmlly, 
witnesses, reporters of the time 
and old sea dogs - make Deep 
tVaferenthrallIng enough. 

It Is such an emotional and 
troubling story that there Is an 
argument for leaving this disturbing 
tale of one man's mistakes alone 
But Deep Water has an enduring 
effect and deserves to be seen 
as a captivating analysis of 
how persistent stress can affect 


someone mentally and physically 
over time. Worse things do Indeed 
happen at sea. Rob Warron 

Ant icipation. S ailing 



Enjoyment. An adventure 
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Ugandan dictator Idi 

Amin, 'Lord of All the Beasts of the 
Earth and Fishes of the Sea’, and 
the focus of Kevin Macdonald’s 
TTie Last King of Scoffand, was 
anything but modest but he’s a 
charismatic figure, and this Is a 
scorching take on his life 

Set during Amin’s murderous 
reign In the '705, the film follows 
naive ^ung Scot Nicholas 
Garrigan (James McAvcy) who 
arrives In Uganda with a taste 
for adventure and a desire to put 
his newly-acquired medical skills 
Into practice. A chance encounter 
with Amin (a career-best Forest 
Whitaker), catapults him from 
village doctor to the President’s 
personal physician, placing him 
squarely In the lap of luxury and. 


eventually, the line of fire 

Initially, Garrigan Is oblivious 
to the antics of the man who 
reportedly murdered over 300,000 
of his countrymen, Instead 
seduced by his Impressive stature, 
and the apparently sincere 
conviction that Amin Is the man 
to lead Uganda out of Its post- 
colonial haze. But as Amin’s closest 
confidant, he becomes all too 
aware of the unseen power that 
the leaderwields. 

Garrigan Is a refreshingly 
flawed character; a clear anti- 
hero whose artless and ultimately 
deadly actions blur the boundaries 
between right and wrong, and 
highlight the Implicit nature of the 
Westerner In Uganda. After the 
workaday whimsy of Narnia and 


the ugly sentiment of Starter For 
10, this Is a testing role for the 
breezy charms of James McAvoy, 
and In truth his young shoulders 
don’t quite flesh out the character 
enough to convince 

Much of the film’s vibrancy can 
be attributed to the outstanding 
performance of Whitaker. Amin 
Is a complicated historical figure; 
supported by the International 
community on his accession to 
power (the Brits are alleged to 
have called him, A splendid type 
and a good football player’), until 
his brutal and Irrational nature 
became clear. Whitaker makes a 
compelling, corrupt leader, whose 
flippant moods alter like a child’s, 
switching from euphoric to violent 
In a heartbeat 


Director Macdonald's first (semi) 
fiction outing Is neatly executed. He 
spins a gripping enough yam with 
some genuinely affecting set pieces 
- one particularly nasty torture 
scene stands out - that conveys the 
violence and complicity of Amin’s 
regime. Helen Cowley 





Enjoyment. Forest Whitaker 



In Retcospect. Gripping 






LWLies: Did you feel that you had l>e there to experience the 
socio-|>olitical climate? 

Macdonald: Absolutely. Hiere were people all aroxind me 




LWLies: How did Ugandans respond to the film? 

Macdonald: Punmly enough they were utterly open to it. 





LWLies: The filming of l>oth Touching the Void and The Last King 
of Scotland must have involved huge obstacles? 

Macdonald: Yes, but I thinJc I rather like that. I find it 
stimulating to be somewhere that's hard. It makes you less 

LWLies: So when you choose a project, is it ail about the challenge? 

Macdonald: it's about showing people a world they will be 

That keeps me interested as I get easily bored and need to 



Directorial debuts are 

tricky affairs, especially when It’s 
your script. You are Inside the 
film, part of Its bbric; Its twists 
and turns represent the Inner 
deliberations of your mind, the 
outcome Is your soul laid bare. Get 
It right and It’s your career starter- 
for-1 0. Get It wrong, and your 
filmmaker’s card Is marked for life 
Cards Is a strange debut a 
modem western set In Liverpool 
detailing the soul-searching 
tribulations of Tom (co-writer 
James McMartIn), an ex -boxer 
who’s fallen on hard times. Sparring 
partner Paul ’Denzll’ Barber 
Introduces him to the Liverpudlian 
bouncer scene, while a rival 
protection racket led by Chongl 
(the current three-time heavyweight 
world kIck-boxIng champion Mark 
Russell) try to test Tom’s allegiance 
to Paul with the prospect of 
foldable fortunes 

Marquand’s vision Is a stylised 
and remarkably complete debut; 
a gem hewn with tangible passion 
from the hard. Independent film 
coal-foce, which benefits greatly 
from an enigmatic performance 
by the late Tom Bell as Billy the 
Cowboy. The pacey story Is 
peppered with banjo-scored drlve- 
bys, stand-offs and fistfights, as 


opposed to the modern fascination 
for the quick, clinical executions of 
pistols. Marquand and McMartIn’s 
script - honest, determined and 
Informed - never betrays the 
Inexperience of Its creators, but Its 
biggest falling Is the Insignificance 
afforded to the back-story - where 
Tom’s Impotence with his wife, Kris 
(Samantha Janus), mirrors the 
flailing end to his boxing career. 

That said, this film Is a solid 
hand dealt from a tricky deck. A 
gangstergrit-flickof raw emotion. 
Dead Man's Cards delivers the 
brutality of club violence, set 
against the backdrop of emotional 
turmoil and the search fora 
feeling of worth In the face of 
adversity and loss. Marquand’s 
card Is definitely marked, but 
luckily for him he’s holding an 
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TENDENCIES... 

I, ROBOT (2004) 

DIR. ALEX PROYAS 

^droid Sonny, it transpires, actually is The Chosen 

f. AX" “ ■“■ 

and most definitely Not The Messiah 

HEARrBEEPS(i98i, 

DIR. ALLAN ARKUSH 

Andy Kaufman and Bernadette Peters as robe. . 
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Film 


Leeds International 
Festival Round Up 

was invited to sit on the jury 
of the Golden Owl competition at 
the 20th Leeds International Film 
Festival. The competition, open to 
entries from around the world, judges 
which international art house movie 
most deserves to be distributed in 
the UK, in a difficult and crowded 
alternative market. That meant 
three days, 11 films and one almighty 

judmng headache. Check out the ' 

results and reviews below... 


J-fWZ VISAS 21 

DIR. THOMAS IMBACH 

SWITZERLAND 

Inspired hy the ttura and Jnng era of German writine Lene is ■ 
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DEATH RODE OUT OF PERSIA 
DIR. PUTYI HORVATH 
HUNGARY 

Punishingaccountofadyingwricer-swine-soaJtedmemoryof 

happier times, which, against the odds, evolves into a fantastical 
and nearpoignant piece of myth-making. 

SEVERAL PEOPLE, LITTLE TIME 
ANDRZEJ 8ARANSKI 
POLAND 

ANALIFE 

DIR. GODA KENJI 

JAPAN 

Pathologicailypretent.ous Japanese student Sick, which, 

You have to laugh. Kind of 


winner never COMES 

grG;"“iaMA°AgDRm 

honourable mention 

grR%”HAM»ACPARMl' 



•oween 


ICA. 

*“« f«r.V,c.„ I 

PofrOoc. day of Friday 


IJowejn ; 

Feert if 


;^FDawn«.,Ji,t 

'"^ioPrS°' 

““S’. 

ofrij, 


’P«ced, 


SfeSit^==®“Sa 

»“ '«-• «=„ A“:'a“'’*«v, 

«C, "' '-lei' sj;,"""? • '■~ »>. ..d '" ®" '” “ 


actor, 


Wsros . 







™''OUAy, 






„ ? ?'■» i.3 .i 

: X;mte.„p ““““«• .tS,“ i 

//'"Vyi-ysy;,* oAo« rX7"f".. 

5"'V‘« and Qorir - »Jvens hru I’"” 

^£=:^’2=:i5rKi- 

— ■ 

"P«rat,on - g 'if fiim^/ 

srije, Setnj ' 

“’°e“^R you to '°f f-^ftn aif 


S ’ in.pJe "i fj" f of 

S pnrare '^'Pr.ce of .j “ '« h, 

^ ‘i« 

'; " '"■< «, li, i " ’•‘■■w »? “" 'i. 


11 TKH^aai^Liiiut 



i 



SichWefm.rt.*/VlM*'V(..t 


FALLARI,IPSONiKDPm.AT - 

GrecDJway for his ctaiyi. e5Cclu5n.-el7Tia 

The Fallari brothers were P'*X ^ jc ^ ,^n, the roles of idenucal 
,..hphoto6raph,.^-waT^ 

t« iproragooi... “J.X „ Jom that the Quays politely 

Noughts, an opportunity to 

i Rnioo Schulz to describe 

GB>ffiRATIOAEQtOTOCA-a«rmuse^^^y^ 

species of heings only ’ „,,rn yhe term is sourced from 

result of a fantastic fermentation of 

arisiotle’s theory (also known Thou^l scientists from 

living organisms can " systemaiioilly disproved his 

; s"sst“s=^^ 

I PimiZHORNCOllBCTION 

J Ho^i..l *“ “d “7.«..1 Fn....!.*.. Ik. p.ypl»‘"“ 

I crewed hy patients sivnificantly expanded 

i . cUtnipp .•■"=•1 ky I" ‘ E 5 FpFw“““ r‘' f 

S ,eibtMintdljSi 0520- It . Surrealists, though the 

pV...., ..»p 11 ■■ >1' ">”PXcSpPPP 

1 


THE QUAYS' DICTIONARY 
A FEW BRIEF FORAYS INTO THE WORLD 
OF THE BROTHERS QUAY. 

BOROWCZYK, WALERIAN (.1V2M006) -Polish grwjhic artia, 
poster designer, animator, hlmmalter and erotioist, whose work 

falongwiththat of compatriot Jan Lenica;) hashad a conspicuously 

greater influence on the Quays than that of his more frequently cited 

Lech counteipanJanSvankmajer.Borowczykwasone ofthe artists 

whose posters made a life-chatt^g impression on the Quays, and 
their discovery that he had subsequently moved mto animation tired 
their own ambitions. Despite their reverence for his work, the Quays 
never met him, the closest near miss being when they were m Poland 
at the time that Borowczykwas filming Tht SSotj of Sin CCsigr 
Qrssrcbu, 1975), and left him apOsrcard at his hotel. 


SCHRODER-SONNENSTERN, FRIEDRICH (1892-1982) 

— Lithuanian-born, German-based artist who followed a irouhled* 
childhood with several periods of incarceration in both criminal and 
psychiatric facilities, interspersed with wild ambitions to h«ome_ 
a clairvoyant and create a new religion. He began to draw in 19J0, 
after being imprisoned for medicafly related fraud, and specialised 
in faniistical, often sexually charged images. He is considered one of 
the key figures m ‘outsider art’, alongside Heinrich Anton Muller and 
Adolf Woffli, all three of whom were the intended dedicatees of rttr 
Utuiamtilkle Little Brtim. 

HERISAU - a town in Swiizerlind famous for hs isydum, in which 
[he writer Robert Walser spent ihe last 2! years of his hfe occupied 
with menialiaiks such at gluing paper bags after 1 diagnosis oT 
schizophrenia that was later found tflbe erroneous. Herisau is referred 
10 in tie opening titles of JfWfTTkrir/. a film inspired hy the fact that 
Walser was found froBcn to death on Chriicmas Day, in a field near the 
asylum. 

BALTRUSAtTIS, JURGIS (1901-1988) - Lithuanian art historian and 
critic, the son of the poet ofthe same name. Hii book Anamtrphotii 
(1969) 15 considered the classic text on the subject of this visual 
phenomenon, and the Quays originally planned to involve him in ihc 
production of their documentary ofthe same tide, but he died on the 
day their letter arrived. 

SCHULZ, BRUNO (1892-1942) - Polish writer and aniit who, 
alongside Kafka and Waller, has been the biggest literary influence 
on the Quayi’films. A highly distinctive and richly imigin^rWt pit* 
stylist, his short swnes were collected in the anihologito CinaMM . 

Sboft lsJJep Qmo"oiiotn. IPfk) - which inchitle4 ti*eUwl« 
Cna<lilrt-iZLiS*HMari"»9itJtrritSimtftl>tIT>ltJ^iS0ltdtrim ' 
fod A/cpo«d«, 1917). He seossaroogly influenced tiyfiiu,<te«ti^ 
a fantastical universe that relies more on us 

conveutioailoorraiive, Schulz's litewrycMMceSylaSn^dUsiH^N 
waiihne deed in ISklhytGatapooffil^,;';,’* i • - .‘'C. i s.i!! 
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Av. Mogrihi's compelling docnmeniiry 

%« Om Of My Too Byi^, sbo‘ 

ihe Occupied Territories, seeks to expose 
tte reility of the Israeli/Pelestimin 
situation. Mognbi draws parallels 
b«wcen the m>lh of Samson Cperhaps 
the world’s first suicide homberj 

and his Palestinian contemporaries. 
Mosrabi-s confrontational style draws 
toKther different perspectives ot lite at 
th? height ofthe/nfijaia. Stirring and 
powerfitl, the film exposes a national 

callforvengeance which was deep 

seated in the past, and now threatens to 
engulf the future. Clarf Otraghtj 
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CELINE AND JULIE GO BOATING (1974) 
DIRECTOR: JACQUES RIVETTE 
AVAILABLE NOW 

Celine end JuUi is the point where critical and public opinion 
met in appreciation of French director Jacques Rivette. 

We watcn rwo actresses (juliei Berto and Dominique 
Labourier) playing, respectively, a magician and her 
librarian accomplice who run around Paris on a merry 
game. Or are these two friends, who happen to be actresses, 
who fill their lives with made-up stories? It is immediately 
bewitching, and their fine performances are complemented 
by another pair of female leads, Bulle Ogier and Mane- 
France PiSier; they're in a cyclical country house drama 
based on Henry James, which could, finally, exasperate. 
Extras include a couple of extremely short vintage films, by 
contrast, plus a lovely little hooklet./enar AfilA 


l,ft behind an inco 'Witold ^ 

deseivesitspwo' m 





KEANE (2005) 
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THE TOYBOX 

DIRECTOR: PAOLO SEDAZZARI 
AVAILABLE NOW 

There is Uttle to prjise m this ill 
conceived, unconvincing effon. From 
the writing, so the script, the icting 
and the film’s premise, Tbi Tojhx 
has few, if any. redeeming features. A 
child becomes convinced that he is the 
reincarnated spirit of a mythical serial 
killer, and then goes on a killing spree 
with a hook stuffed up his sleeve. This 
wouldn't have been so had if the film 
had built up any suspense or fear, but 
the lack of these means the whole thing 
IS entirely feeble. It all seems rather 
too much like a kid with a camcorder. 
CUrt Otnghlj 
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BOB LE FLAMBEUR (19SS) 
DIRECTOR: JEAN-PIERRE MELVILLE 
AVAILABLE NOW 


Monsieur Bob introduced the ‘American methods’ to the streets of Pans, hut 
now the aging gangster has decided to turn over a new leaf and set his hand 
to gambling. But the man who believes, “I was born with an ace in my hand” 
has decidetion one last job: to rob the impregnable vault in the casino at 
Deauville. It is a moment of changing mores, even for criminals. Bob rescues 
a very pretty young blonde from the streets, and refuses to help out a violent 
pimp — so setting up the confrontation that may bring down his carefully 
wrought plan — but he also blackmails a colleague for info. It’s a striking 
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FILM: HER ALIBI 

DIRECTOR: BRUCE BERESFORD 

STARRING: TOM SELLECK, PAULINA PORIZKOVA 

RELEASED: 1989/AVAILABLE NOW 

Hick myrtary writer ind ghottijsk voyeur Phil Blackwood (Tom 

mnrde?el^froTckrkeyjrsr8VL°Mrhrv?s*i^^''i’r^er1ntS5”* 

ahsurdist Cold War sex-trafficking parable from the director of ihe 
‘dingo ite my hahy’ film. 

tjon giving her an ilihifori crime she almost certamly 
potboiler. All the while, she struts about the house in a pair of white 

Hardly Orri'e anJ Harriit, hut in odd sort of domesticity 
descends. Phil mitially Iiushs off suRsestions that beins-six feet under 

r-.j .L-— u ui. .' .11?... L- r.'Si j..; 7° ^ rj 
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IN ONE OF LONDON'S MOST MAGNIFICENT ART-DECO MOVIE PALACES 



TICKETS FOR JOLY 1 9TH VALID i iJT DLCLVBLK i Si lOTfl TICKLTS VALID FOR DECEMBER 2ND 
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IICKE1S CIK POBCHASED A1 WWW.SEETICKETS.COU (SBTO 2EA 2333) jnd WWW.TICKETUASIEtl.CD.UK (OS!D BOE 3AII0I 






OUTFITTERSFORTHERESISTANCE 

STOCKIST INFORMATION T: 01905 745 884 E:AOMIN@SABOTAGE.UK.COM WWW.FLY53.COM 
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The Good 
Shepherd 


28 Weeks Later. 


Inland Empire. 


Stardust. 


No Country 
For Old Men. 


Sweeney Todd. 


The Curious Case of 
Benjamin Button. 
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THE MICHAEL HANEKE 
COLLECTION 



FEATURING 

TALES OTTHE 


- HIDDEN 

- THE PIANO TEACHER 

FOUR SEASONS 

JAPANESE MASTERS 

- TIME OF THE WOLF 

FEATURING 

FEATURING 

- CODE UNKNOWN 

A TALE OF SPRINQTIWL 
-A WINTER'S TALI 

A SUMMER'S TALE 
-Al9AUTlMKttL£ 

YASUJIRO OZU 

FLOATING WEEDS 
■THE END Of SUMMER 

KENJIMIZOGUCHI 


PERFECT CHRISTMAS GIFTS 


AVAILABLE NOW AT ALL GOOD RETAILERS 
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OUT nouu 

ON PSP®(PLAYSIAI ON®PORIABLb) 

WWW.ROCKSTARGAMES.COM/VICECITYSTORIES 



